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BiUy  Buffalo.  Pray,  gentlemen,  are  we  acting  a  pantomime? 
what,  in  the  devil’s  name,  does  all  this  gibberish  mean  ! 
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REMARKS. 


irtoont  at  f^igtigate. 

The  proverbs  and  sayings  of  our  ancestors  are  shrewd 
and  full  of  meaning.  They  refer  to  by-gone  manners  and 
customs,  and  convey  a  precept  or  moral  in  a  few  words. 
The  proverb  that  gives  its  name  to  this  farce,  takes  its 
origin  from  an  obsolete  custom  said  to  have  once  pre¬ 
vailed  at  an  ancient  inn,  or  hostelry,  at  Highgate.  Ere 
a  stranger  was  permitted  to  pass  the  toll,  and  enter  on 
the  high-road  to  London,  he  was  subjected  to  certain 
ludicrous  oaths,  or  declarations,  to  guide  his  simplicity 
in  making  a  selection  from  the  various  good  things  that 
awaited  Ids  choice  in  the  far-famed  metropolis  of  KiDg 
Lud.  Among  other  impositions,  he  was  sworn  (under  a 
huge  pair  of  horns,  which  significant  symbol  was  intended 
to  give  due  solemnity  to  the  scene  !)  never  to  fast  when 
he  could  feast ;  never  to  icalk  when  he  could  ride  ;  never 
to  keep  sober  when  he  could  get  drunk  ;  unless  he  liked 
(which  seldom  happened!)  fasting,  walking,  and  so¬ 
briety,  better !  The  progress  of  knowledge  has  rendered 
this  custom  unnecessary  :  awkward  bashfulness,  and 
wishing  “  No  thank’e  bang’d,”  express  not  the  modern 
Johnny  Neivcome ,  any  more  than  the  cast-off  little  round 
castor  and  leather  inexpressibles.  “  The  Cook’s  Oracle” 
is  abroad — every  dainty,  however  recherche,  is  fully 
appreciated — small  ale,  that  cheers  but  not  inebriates, 
and  fiery  alcohol,  that,  when  the  drinker  can  no  longer 
dance  round  the  room,  makes  the  room  dance  round 
him  !  Yet  what  we  have  gained  in  splendour,  we  have 
lost  in  accommodation.  At  the  period  when  Hogarth 
painted  his  celebrated  “  Gin  Lane,”  in  addition  to  the 
tempting  announcement,  “  Drunk  for  a  penny,  dead 
drunk  for  two-pence,”  there  was  promised  a  bonus  oA 
“  clean  straw  for  nothing But  economy  has  banished 
this  wholesome  provision.  The  tippler  finds  no  where 
gratuitously  to  repose  ;  on  the  contrary,  he  is  fined  five 
shillings  as  a  quid  pro  quo  for  the  straw  (not  over  clean) 
that  serves  for  his  pallet  and  pillow  in  the  roundhouse  ! 

All  things  have  progressed :  day-schools  for  dull  ur¬ 
chins  are  literary  establishments  for  intellectual  young 
gentlemen  !  Tobacco  and  snuff  shops  are  cigar  divans. 
Every  ale-house  is  a  wine  emporium  !  The  Dicky  Gossip 
of  “  The  Original  Shaving-Shop”  advertises  that  his 
razors  cut  as  quick  as  thought,  are  as  bright  as  the  morn¬ 
ing  star — that  if  you  put  them  under  your  pillow  at 
night,  you  will  find  yourself  clean  shaved  in  the  morning ! 
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And  the  new-fangled  bar-maid,  when  desired  to  fill  you 
a  glass,  affects  not  to  comprehend  your  meaning,  but 
asks,  with  a  lisp  and  a  simper,  if  she  may  be  permitted 
to  replenish  the  concavity  of  that  receptacle  ! 

We  have  heard  of  an  Abigail,  or  upper-duster,  who  left 
her  place  because  she  could  not  endure  to  hear  her 
master  and  mistress  speak  “  such  shocking  bad  gram¬ 
mar  !”  And  we  were  once  asked  by  “  a  daily  governess,” 
who  had  received  “  a  boarden-school  education,”  if  we 
would  take  a  glass  of  water  out  of  the  pilfering  (query, 
filtering  1)  machine  ? 

Waller  had  his  Sacliarissa,  Granville  his  Mira,  and 
Mat  Prior  his  Chloe ;  the  latter  lady  was  no  imaginary 
goddess,  for  ’tis  insinuated  that  she  stole  his  plate  and 
ran  away  !  The  Hollyhock  of  St.  Andrews  is  not  without 
her  Corydon ! 

Let  poets  sing,  in  sonnets  small, 

Their  Jnnos,  Amaryllises. 

I  know  a  lass  that  beats  them  all, 

Dianas,  Chloes,  Phillises  ! 

This  maiden,  ere  she  took  the  till, 

The  parson’s  rutiles  did  iron  ; 

The  Holly-hock  of  Holborn  Hill, 

And  eke  the  Goose  and  Gridiron ! 

No  more  behind  her  father’s  bar 
She  turns  the  ale  and  beer  on  ; 

Behold  her  morn  and  ev’ning  star 
Of  “  Thompson,  Coates,  and  Fearon!" 

O,  she’s  the  girl  for  wine  and  purl  I 
For  brandy,  gin,  and  rum,  too  ! 

Which  neat,  or  mix’d,  she  twirls  betwixt 
Her  finger  and  her  thumb,  too  ! 

Come,  try  a  flash,  for  ready  cash. 

Of  liquid  light’ning  try  ; 

But,  ah  !  beware  a  brighter  snare, 

The  light’ning  of  her  eye 

Yon  sit  and  smile,  and  sip  the  while 
So  flippantly  the  flip; 

When  I  by  half  would  rather  quaff 
The  nectar  of  her  lip  ! 

In  vain  I  sport  my  dashing  ducks, 

’Tis  all  of  little  use  ! 

She  cries,  “  How  well,  my  darling  swell, 

Those  ducks  become  the  goose  /” 

She  asks  me  why  my  whiskers  are 
Like  live  eels  in  a  dish  all? 

Then  answers  pert,  provoking  flirt! 

“  Because  they’re  hearty  fish-all  /” 

Whene’er  I  stand  in  Thompson’s  bar. 

How  many  butts  I  see  ! 

Yet  Susan  s^ars  she  sees  by  far 
A  greatw  butt  in  me  ! ^ 
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And  if  she  weds  the  porter  stout, 

Which  very  much  I  fear  I 
She’ll  meet  to  church,  when  walking  out, 

My  intermediate  bier. 

Another  ancient  custom,  not  wholly  discontinued,  the 
frolics  of  April  Fool  Day,  contributes  its  merriment  to 
Sworn  at  Highgate.  A  country  greenhorn  arrives  at  the 
land  of  Cockayne  on  this  particular  day  ;  and  the  tricks 
that  are  played  upon  him  furnish  whatever  fun  the 
spectator  or  reader  may  find  in  this  farce.  It  may  be 
difficult  to  reconcile  with  the  punctilios  of  good  breed¬ 
ing,  the  extraordinary  reception  of  Mr.  Buffalo.  To 
bleed  and  physic  a  gentleman  willy  nilly,  challenge  him 
to  mortal  combat,  send  him  on  a  wild-goose  chase  over 
half  the  town,  insinuate  that  he  is  crazy,  and  show  him 
up  as  a  butt  and  laughing-stock,  are  violations  of  hospi¬ 
tality  and  decorum,  that  even  “  Remarks  Critical'’  might 
be  puzzled  to  palliate,  were  there  not  certain  perforations 
or  holes  in  the  gentleman’s  good  manners,  that  convert 
these  fooleries  into  something  like  poetical  justice  ;  and 
considering  that  Mr.  Buffalo  falls  into  the  hands  of  such 
a  practised  trickster  as  Humphry  Hum,  it  is  lucky  he 
escapes  more  frightened  than  hurt. 

Sir  Querelous  Quizby  is  a  picture  of  purse-proud 
ignorance  and  vanity,  transferred  from  the  east  to  the 
west  end  of  the  town,  where  he  is  as  much  out  of 
his  element  as  honest  Christophero  Sly  when  he  awoke 
from  his  drunken  dream,  and  found  himself  in  com¬ 
pany  with  court  ladies  and  lords.  He  affects  fine 
phrases  and  classical  terms,  and  knocks  them  sadly 
out  of  joint ;  he  avoids  all  reminiscences  of  sugar 
and  tea,  and  thinks  it  a  disgrace,  as  did  Mawworm 
a  sin ,  to  keep,  or  to  have  kept,  a  shop.  He  is  sur¬ 
rounded  by  good-natured  friends,  who  devour  his  good 
dinners,  drink  his  wine,  win  his  money,  and  laugh  not 
at  his  jokes,  but  at  him.  Doctor  Blister  is  so  alive  to 
his  professional  pursuits,  so  dead  to  every  thing  in  the 
world  but  physic  and  phlebotomy,  starting  a  customer  in 
every  corner,  and  never  stopping  till  he  has  fairly  run 
him  down,  that  what  would  be  deemed  extravagance  in 
another  is  in  him  pertinacity  and  perseverance,  qualities 
that  are  indispensable  to  a  man’s  making  a  figure  in  the 
world.  Mr,  Rhubarb  is  a  practitioner  of  an  humbler 
grade;  yet  even  in  the  presence  of  his  learned  superior, 
he  defends  his  system  with  spirit  and  dignity.  Major 
Vanguard  differs  little  from  the  ordinary  run  of  military 
lovers,  save  that  his  language  is  respectful  and  his  views 
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are  honourable  ;  and  Miss  Caroline  from  romantic  young 
ladies  in  general,  only  that  she  is  unfashionable  enough 
to  prefer  the  simple  old  ballad  to  the  modern  bravura. 

Humphry  Hum,  if  he  need  one,  shall  be  his  own  apo¬ 
logist;  his  impudence  must  be  put  to  the  account  of 
philosophical  necessity — he  “  can’t  afford  to  be  modest;” 
and  in  the  present  day  few  people  can. 

Were  we  inclined  to  be  hypercritical,  we  might  inquire 
if  the  name  be  strictly  applicable  to  the  farce  ? — There  are 
no  horns,  but  such  as  sound  the  arrival  of  Billy  Buffalo  ; 
no  Highgate  but  such  as  occurs  in  an  occasional  refe¬ 
rence  to  the  ancient  custom  already  alluded  to.  The 

author  probably  thought  of  “  Who  Wants  a  Guinea  ?” _ 

“  Who's  Who?” — “  The  Way  to  get  Married ,”  and  sun¬ 
dry  other  dramas,  and  asked  what  relevance  have  these 
names  to  the  respective  pieces  1  To  this  (as  critics)  we 
reply,  as  we  once  did  to  an  anti-slavery  abolitionist, 
who  was  inveighing  against  the  horrible  cruelty  of  the’ 
Negroes,  ‘‘  Two  Blacks  don’t  make  a  White”  The 
violation  of  dramatic  propriety  in  Messrs.  Colman 
Poole,  and  Company,  is  no  apology  for  the  like  lapse  in 
Mr.  George  Daniel,  who  has  evidently  been  “  Sworn  at 
Highgate,”  by  his  adopting  for  the  title  of  his  farce  a 
proverb  so  universally  popular.  Yet  we  once  heard  a 
very  sapient  gentleman,  somewhat  particular  in  regard 
to  names,  blame  Shakspeare  for  not  introducing  in’  his 
comedy  of  “Twelfth  Night,”  the  Cake  and  Characters. 

If  there  be  no  intricate  plot,  there  is  plenty  of  inci¬ 
dent  ;  if  there  be  little  wit,  there  is  no  lack  of  pun  and 
equivoque.  The  author  has  now  and  then  attempted 
tae  language  of  comedy— an  attempt  that  the  audience 
were  not  slow  to  recognise  and  applaud. 

The  acting  was  received  with  shouts  of  laughter— 
Mr.  W.  H.  Williams-  8 

You  dreadful,  horrid,  wicked,  funny  little  man, 

lo  split  our  sides  with  laughing  you  are  trying  all  you  can! 

m  the  omnipresent  Humphry  Hum,  was  a  most  mirth- 
provoking  oddity  ;  he  curvetted,  capered,  bobbed 
quizzed,  smirked,  falsetto’d,  and  made  comical  faces 
with  surprising  versatility.  His  assumption  of  M.  P. 
and  his  lesson  to  Sir  Querelous,  equalled,  as  a  piece  of 
burlesque  oratory,  the  Flexible  of  Mr.  Mathews.  We 
never  saw  him  to  such  advantage  before— his  untired 
and  untiring  glee  ;  his  rich,  buoyant,  and  palpable  hu- 
mour  never  disfigured  by  extravagance  or  buffoonery, 
made  the  lungs  ot  the  audience  “  crow  like  Chanticleer.” 
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His  song,  “An  Actor ,  to  Manager  Png,  ’put  his  volu¬ 
bility  to  the  test;  but  he  came  oft’  with  flying  colours, 
and  was  honoured  with  an  uproarious  encore.  15Hly 
Buffalo,  the  country  coxcomb,  who  thinks  nobody  in  the 
world  half  so  wise  or  accomplished  as  himself,  was 
played  by  Mr.  Salter  very  whimsically.  Billy  is  not  a 
heavy,  lumpish,  face-making  droll,  but  an  Adonis  of  the 
woods,  whose  small  smattering  of  learning  and  the 
graces  iust  suffices  to  show  the  extent  of  his  ignorance 
Snd  to  make  him  ridiculous.  Mr.  Salter  dressed  and 
looked  the  part  extremely  well.  The  City  Knight 
“  what  wears  a  goold  chain  and  an  alaer-maniac  gownd, 
was  rendered  highly  entertaining  by  Mr.  S.  Bennett, 
who  blundered  out  his  learned  scraps,  and  chanted  his 
cantering  ditty,  descriptive  of  his  youthful  frolics  and 
more  mature  gallantries,  with  the  most  perfect  enjoy¬ 
ment.  The  Physician  and  the  Apothecary  were  repre¬ 
sented  by  Messrs.  Graham  and  Goldsmith  with  due 
"ravity  and  decorum— Dr.  Blister  handled  his  lancet, 
and  Mr.  Rhubarb  his  phial,  with  solemn  dexterity— the 
professional  technicalities  came  trippingly  off  the  tongue 
-the  bleeding  and  physicing  scene  was  capitally  acted, 
as  was  that  between  Dr.  Blister  and  Sir  Querelous 
Quizbv.  Blister’s  wig  (a  cauliflower  of  ample  dimen- 
sions);  was  a  wig  after  Suett's  own  heart;  indeed,  the 
lonor,  lank,  erect  figure,  queer  old-fashioned  face,  and 
quaint  gesticulations  of  Mr.  Graham  occasionally  re¬ 
minded  us  of  Cherub  Dicky !  Peggy,  Obadiah,  Dumps, 
and  the  French  Cook,  were  appropriately  sustained  by 

their  respective  representatives.  TT  *  i 

The  author  is  not  a  little  indebted  to  Mr.  Hunt  and 
Miss  Forde.  The  former  played  Major  Vanguard  with 
a  gaiety  and  ease  that  would  do  credit  to  a  metropolitan 
theatre,  where  an  actor,  who  has  the  singular  good  for¬ 
tune  to  look,  walk,  and  speak  like  a  gentleman  is  so 
much  wanted— and  the  lady  sung  the  airs  allotted  to 
her  and  spoke  the  dialogue,  with  great  beauty  and  pro¬ 
priety.  The  locality  of  Sadler’s  Wells,  its  modern  im¬ 
provements,  and  ancient  renown,  will  always  insure  a 
iudicious  and  numerous  audience,  provided  a  company 
of  sufficient  merit  be  selected  to  produce  a  pleasing  and 
rational  entertainment.  Mrs.  Fitzwilliam  and  Mr.  Wil¬ 
liams  have  discovered  this  secret,  acted  upon  it,  and 

been  eminently  successful.  ....  ,  ,  . 

Sworn  at  Highgate  was  originally  produced  at  Sad¬ 
ler’s  Wells  Theatre,  on  Monday,  October  l,  1832 

D. - G. 
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SIR  QUERELOUS  QUIZBY. — Lavender-coloured  embroidered 
coat— white  satin  embroidered  waistcoat— black  satin  breeches— dia¬ 
mond  knee-buckles  white  stockings,  drawn  above  the  knee — cocked 
hat  and  wig — shoes  and  buckles. 

MAJOR  VANGUARD.  First  dress:  Scarlet  hussar  jacket  and 
frock-coat  ^ltG  trousers~caD  t0  correspond.  Second  dress  :  Blue 

,^ILL,Y.BUFTAlL0— Green  short  frock  c°at— red  striped  waist- 
gree7-,edewCig  breeches~toP  boots-white  hat,  turned  up  with 

rn^r!VIfhIRY  ' First  dress:  Black  old-fashioned  suit- 

cocked  hat— powdered  wig— cane.  Second  dress  :  Fashionable 

brDR  R  ARTH°m  n^fir,p«Tbiack  Pa“taloons-white  hat. 

•H0L,0MEVX  BLISTER. — Old-fashioned  black  suit 
*  bust  wig — shoes  and  buckles — cane. 

MR.  RALPH  RHUBARB. — Ditto. 

^^AH?AMR0D-Qaaker'a  suit* 

^ -—Short  green  coat— short  white  sleeves— drab 
breeches  striped  stockings — paper  cap. 

BARNARVFpeAnCpm0VT,S  dnrss-white  jacket  and  trousers. 

•  ’  GABRIEL,  and  THOMAS. — White  livery  coats _ 

S-coSrr^  P‘USh  breeches~white  stockings — powdered 

£u?RvI?™77^hionable  white  muslin  dress. 
wmte^iT,  |PYLES-— Whlte  frock>  trimmed  with  pink  binding— 

FRINGE.— Plain  dress— cap,  with  pink  ribbons. 


Cast  of  tf)o  Characters, 

As  Performed  at  Sadler's  Well  Theatre,  Monday 
October  1,  1832. 


Sir  Querelous  Quixby 

Major  Vanguard 

Mr.  Billy  Buffalo 

Humphry  Hum 

JDr.  Bartholomew  Blister 

Mr.  Ralph  Rhubarb 

Obadiah  Ramrod 

Dicky  Dumps 

Burnaby 

Gabriel 
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•  •  .  Mr.  Wilson. 
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SWORN  AT  HIGHGATE. 


act  I. 

SCENE  I  .—A  Street— a  handsome  House,  r.  v.  e. — 
Humphry  Hum’s  House  and  Shop,  L.  s.  £. — one  window 
of  the  Shop  is  filled  with  Drugs,  $•<?.,  the  other  with  Books 
and  Stationery — 5‘  Humphry  Hum”  painted  over  the 
door. 

Enter  Humphry  Hum,  from  the  shop,  followed  by  Dicky 

Dumps. 

AIR — Humphry  Hum. 

Tune,  “  Jolly  Companions,  every  one.” 

I’ve  trimm’d  my  customers  close  and  clean. 

Now  I’m  dress’d,  and  fit  to  be  seen ! 

Tapp’d  the  ale,  and  bottled  the  rum — 

Kiss’d  my  wife,  Hermione  Hum  1 
Polish’d  the  counter,  brush’d  the  shop. 

Learning  at  bottom,  physic  at  top  ! 

Lots  of  business,  lots  of  fun, 

Jack  of  all  trades,  master  of  none! 

Dicky  Dumps,  my  hat  and  cane — 

Powder  my  wig  1  d’ye  think  it  will  rain  ? 

Curl  your  hair,  and  brush  your  clothes ! 

Hold  up  your  head,  and  turn  out  your  toes! 

Be  a  good  boy,  and  sport  your  bow — 

Don’t  make  a  dust,  don’t  make  a  row  ! 

Mind  the  shop  till  I  come  back — 

Off  in  a  jiffey  !  home  in  a  crack ! 

[Exit  Dicky  into  the  shop. 
Hum.  Black  coat,  bushy  wig,  stately  step,  solemn  air  ! 
Long  cane,  lace  ruffles,  pearl  brooch,  diamond  ring  ! 
Now  for  some  fun  !  Egad,  this  is  Wit-Monday  with  me, 
and  I  rise  with  the  lark  !  [Going,  r. 

Enter  Major  Vanguard,  r.,  meeting  him. 

Hum.  Major  Vanguard  !  in  London  ? 

Van.  [Surprised.]  Humphry  Hum!  in  masquerade? 
What  quarter  is  the  wind  in  ? 
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Hum.  I  shall  soon  be  able  to  tell,  for  I’m  about  to 
raise  it ! 

Van.  What  scene  of  fun  has  Proteus  now  to  act  ? 
When  last  we  met,  you  were  a  barn-door  fowl,  a  stroller. 

Hum.  Yes;  originally  bred  to  the  church - 

Van.  Eh? 

Hum.  I  was  a  pew-opener  !  The  drama  wooed,  won, 
but  didn’t  go  the  way  to  keep  me  :  my  last  benefit,  boxes 
empty,  one  in  the  pit,  and  a  rush  of  two  in  the  gallery — 
didn’t  pay  lights — so,  as  I  couldn’t  see  my  way,  I  cut  the 
stage,  and  took  to  driving  one. 

Van.  Indeed  ! 

Hum.  Cheap  travelling!  outside  gratis!  inside  for 
nothing !  All  the  road  to  myself — roof,  box,  dickey, 
jammed,  crammed  !  Ruined  by  my  patrons— black¬ 
balled,  white-washed — but  that’s  neither  here  nor  there. 
There  s  my  shop,  and  here  am  I !  Now,  sir,  having  been 
thus  explicit,  permit  me  to  inquire  to  what  happy  chance 
I  owe  the  pleasure  of  this  meeting? 

Van.  D’ye  see  yonder  house  with  the  balcony  ? 

Hum  And  green  veranda  ? 

Van.  I’m  bound  to  that  quarter 

Hum.  So  am  I ! 

Van.  The  deuce  you  are  !  The  owner,  then,  is  some 
acquaintance  of  yours  ? 

Hum.  Not  exactly;  I  know  Sir  Querelous  Quizby,  the 
ex-grocer,  as  I  do  half  the  town— by  reputation :  he 
keeps  a  fine  house,  lives  in  style— a  sufficient  passport  to 
fame  and  .notoriety.  He  goes  by  the  name  of  the  Dandv 
Alderman.  J 


Van.  His  daughter— the  most  lovely  creature  in  ex¬ 
istence  ! 

Hum.  Her  eyes  discharg’d  so  many  killing  darts, 

That  half  the  Common-Council  lost  their  hearts  • 
Van.  I  met,  a  few  weeks  since,  at  a  watering-place 
under  circumstances  of  peculiar  interest :  a  pleasure- 
boat,  in  which  she  was  sailing,  suddenly  upset ;  I  spranec 
to  her  assistance,  and,  like  another  Jaffier,  bore  my 
trembling  Belvidera  safe  to  shore  !  J 

Hum.  So  you  encountered  each  other  chin  deep  in  the 
sea?  A  watering-place,  with  a  vengearce 
Van.  Our  acquaintance  didn’t  end  here _ 

Hum.  A  chance  that  it  didn’t !  Took  fire  when  up  to 
your  necks  in  water  !  r 

Van.  Humphry,  don’t  be  droll.  I  was,  however, 
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obliged  to  tear  myself  from  her  presence,  to  join  my 
regiment;  but,  thanks  to  a  short  leave  of  absence,  I  have 
followed  her  to  London - 

Hum.  Where  you  will  soon  see  her - 

Van.  Entrancing  thought! 

Hum.  Married  to  another  ! 

Van.  Confusion ! 

Hum.  Yes,  the  whole  household  are  in  confusion,  pre¬ 
paring  for  the  wedding!  The  bridegroom  is  one  Billy 
Buffalo — droll  dog,  funny  fellow,  rough  and  ugly— daily 
expected  from  Cornwall :  his  family  have  some  voice  in 
a  borough  for  which  Sir  Querelous  hopes  to  be  returned. 
The  cit.  has  therefore  had  M.  P.  engraved  on  his  visiting 
cards,  and  advertised  for  a  learned  professor  to  teach 
him  the  art  of  oratory. 

Van.  Ridiculous ! 

Hum.  [Taking  a  newspaper  out  of  his  pocket. ]  Very! 
There’s  the  Morning  Herald — read,  and  judge  for  your¬ 
self. 

Van.  [Reading.]  u  Decayed  Teeth — ”  Psha  !  “  Glo¬ 

rious  opportunity,  last  day  of  drawing  I”  The  devil ! 

Hum.  [Taking  the  newspaper.]  Let  me  try.  “i  gentle¬ 
man  of  acknowledged  ability” — Mark  !  u  and  superior  ad¬ 
dress” — D’ye  take  '! — “  is  required  to  give  the  advertiser  a 
few  lessoiis  in  the  oratorical  art,”  <hpc.  Now,  nothing 
comes  amiss  to  me  ;  rhubarb  or  rhetoric — physic  or  phi¬ 
losophy.  I’m  just  going  to  open  unon  Sir  Quizby  in  my 
new  character. 

Van.  Amazing!  Thou  art  still  the  same  impudent 
fellow  as  ever. 

Hum.  Boldness,  says  my  Lord  Bacon,  is  the  first 
quality  in  civil  life.  I  can’t  afford  to  be  modest !  If  my 
impudence  can  be  of  any  service,  the  whole  stock  is  at 
your  command. 

Fan.  Humphry,  there’s  some  mistake  here. 

Hum .  No  mistake  !  [‘Singing.]  “  And  has  she  then 
failed  in  her  truth  ?” 

Van.  I  can  never  believe - 

Hum.  [ Singing .]  “The  dear  little  maid  I  adore  !” 

Van.  Be  quiet !  [Stops  his  mouth.]  Have  1  not  her 
plighted  faith?  her  positive  assurance? 

Hum.  Suppose,  to  the  lady’s  assurance,  we  add  a  little 
of  our  own  !  A  thought  strikes  me  :  there  are  certain  ar¬ 
rangements  in  the  Quizby  family,  that  chance  has  made 
me  acquainted  with.  [ Calling ,  L.]  Dicky  ! 

n 
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Enter  Dick.  Y,from  the  shop ,  L.  s.  E. 

Hum.  Carry  pen,  ink,  and  paper,  into  the  little  par- 
lour.  [Exit  Dicky,  L.  s.  E.]  The  whole  plot  lies  before  me  : 
major,  consider  yourself  married!  Walk  in — 1’Jl  be 
with  you  anon.  [Exit  Vanguard ,  into  the  shop.]  The  parts 
are  cast — now  for  the  comedy  ! 

AIR.— Humphry  Hum. — Tune,  “  Barney  Brallaghan:, 

An  actor,  to  Manager  Prig, 

A  right  little,  tight  little  fellow. 

Otter’d  himself  for  a  gig, 

For  Harlequin,  Scrub,  and  Othello  1 

Punchinello,  or  Peer, 

Pantomime,  Buskin,  and  Sock,  too ! 

Lingo,  Lenitive,  Lear, 

Hamlet  the  Dane,  and  the  Cock,  too ! 

Would  you  pocket  the  pelf? 

Jerry -go-nimble  and  jollity  1 
I’m  an  actor  myself. 

Give  us  a  spice  of  your  quality 

“  List,”  cried  the  Spirit,  “  0  list  !’* 

Not  Liston  himself  could  look  droller- 

Then  he  gave  his  mouth  such  a  queer  twist _ 

O  what  a  comical  stroller  ! 

Cato,  Cupid,  and  Crack, 

Hotspur,  Darby,  and  Quiz,  too; 

Honest  Sir  John,  with  his  sack. 

Endless  the  lawyer,  with  his,  too! 

Would  you  pocket  the  pelf? 

Jerry -go-nimble  and  jollity  1 
I’m  an  actor  myself, 

Give  us  a  spice  of  your  quality  1 

King  Richard  he  roar’d  for  his  steed, 

Othello  bawl’d  loud  for  his  handkerchief, 

Corioli  swore  he’d  be  dee’d 
If  he’d  truckle  when  Rome  came  to  thank  herchieff 

Then  he  threw  in  a  Mother  Goose  jig, 

And  Joey  Grim’s  grinning  auricular’; 

“  Bravo  !”  cried  Manager  Prig, 

“  This  is  London  particular  !” 

Would  you  pocket  the  pelf? 

Jerry-go-nimble  and  jollity  1 
I’m  an  actor  myself. 

Give  us  a  spice  of  your  quality  ! 

Next  Bobadil  bully’d  and  swagger’d, 

And  Pierre  heard  the  bell  quite  unhappy  toll: 

Half  seas  o’er  queer  Nipper kin  stagger’d. 

And  Caesar  was  kill’d  in  the  Capitol ! 
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Then  merrily  piping  a  tune, 

Ry  way  of  a  musical  sally, 

He  chaunted  “  The  New  May  Moon,” 

And  “  Sally,”  too,  “  in  our  Alley.” 

Would  you  pocket  the  pelf? 

Jerry-go-nimble  and  jollity! 

I’m  an  actor  myself,  • 

Give  us  a  spice  of  your  quality  ! 

Then  hoping  he  didn’t  intrude, 

He  dropp’d  in  as  Jemmy  the  stay-maker ; 

Fought  for  the  Babes  in  the  Wood, 

Blarney’d  as  Looney  the  hay-maker  ! 

Quotem’s  pragmatical  strain, 

Daggerwood’s  comical  trick  o’  rant, — 

When  shall  we  three  meet  again  ? 

Macheath,  Macbeth,  Macsycophant ! 

Would  you  pocket  the  pelf? 

Jerry-go-nimble  and  jollity  ! 

I’m  an  actor  myself. 

Give  us  a  spice  of  your  quality  ! 

He  strutted  the  Frenchman  and  fop. 

And  being  in  whimsical  mood,  he 
Twirl’d  his  head  round  like  a  top, 

And  play’d  Mister  Punch  and  Miss  Judy  ! 

Cried  the  Manager,  “  What  are  you  at  ? 

Of  antics  I  ne’er  saw  a  rummer  set !” 

When,  fetching  a  fly  through  the  flat. 

He  finish’d  the  farce  with  a  summerset ! 

Come,  and  pocket  the  pelf, 

Jerry-go-nimble  and  jollity 
You’re  as  good  as  myself, 

I’ve  had  a  spice  of  your  quality  I 

[Exit  into  the  shop. 

SCENE  II. — A  Hall  in  Sir  Querelous  Quizby’s  House. 

Enter  Sir  Querelous,  full  dressed,  r.,  and  Obadiah,  r., 
followed  by  Gabriel,  Barnaby,  and  other  Servantsf  in 
livery. 

Sir  Q.  (c.)  Bravo,  gentlemen  !  bravissimo !  You 
have  covered  yourselves  with  glory,  and  me  with  finery. 
You  have  decorated  me  like  an  emperor. 

Gab.  (r.  c.)  Your  excellency  looks  like  an  emperor! 
Sir  Q.  Your  excellency  !  Seethe  advantage  of  dress¬ 
ing  like  a  person  of  quality— I  must  tip  handsomely  for 
this  !  [Giving  money.]  There’s  for  your  excellency. 

Bar.  [l.  c  —bowing.]  We  are  infinitely  obliged  to  your 
lordship ! 

Third  S  Long  life  t<>  your  grace  ! 
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Fourths.  (R.j  We’ll  go  and  drink  your  highness’s 
health. 

Sir  Q.  [ Giving  money.']  His  grace  sends  that.  [ Giving 
money.]  Take  that  for  his  highness !  [Aside]  It’s  lucky  they 
didn’t  dub  me  “  your  majesty,”  or  the  deuce  a  sovereign 
had  they  left  me  in  my  pocket.  Gabriel,  stand  forth  ! 
Is  every  thing  prepared  for  Mr.  Buffalo’s  reception? 

Gab.  Ees. 

SirQ.  There’s  a  Cyclops !  Didn’t  I  take  you  from  the 
plough-tail,  and  decorate  you  with  a  pig-tail  ?  Didn’t  T 
take  a  knot  off  your  head,  numskull !  and  clap  one  upon 
your  shoulder  ? 

Gab.  [Laughing.]  He,  he,  he  !  you  did. 

Sir  Q.  Flummiliar  rascal ! 

Oba.  (l.)  Thou  didst  promote  him  unto  the  livery,  but 
not  before  he  had  taken  up  his  freedom. 

Sir  Q.  Silence,  Obadiah  Ramrod  !  What  do  I  keep 
you  for?  To  kiss  the  maids,  drain  the  cellar,  and  get 
muzzy  by  six  in  the  morning. 

Oba.  Early  habits  of  industry  !  Nevertheless,  I  set 
my  face  against  liquor. 

Sir  Q.  [Making  a  drinking  motion.]  That  I’ll  be  sworn 
you  do!  [Calling.]  Barnaby  ! 

Bar.  [Advancing  awkwardly .]  Anan,  zur. 

Sir  Q.  A  clodhopper,  sir.  Don’t  shuffle  so  con¬ 
foundedly  !  Turn  out  your  toes,  Barnaby— lift  up  your 
leg.  [Barnaby  holds  up  one  leg.]  Well,  why  the  devil  don’t 
you  put  it  down  again  ? 

Bar.  You  didn’t  tell  I  to  put  it  down  again. 

Sir  Q.  There’s  no  drilling  these  blockheads;  there’s 
no  teaching  them  to  know  a  hawk  from  a  honeysuckle. 
But  where’s  Mounseer  Ragamuffin?  where’s  the  French 
cook  ? 

Rag.  [Running forward,  R.]  Me  voici,  mi  lor! — Alex¬ 
andre  Adonis  Cupidon  Ragout. 

Sit  Q.  Why,  Cupid,  you  ve  got  a  name  as  long  as  your 

pigtail.  Among  all  your  tit-bits  in  preparation,  how 
goes  on  the  plum  pudding  ? 

Rag.  It  shall  be  ready  toute  suite. 

Sir  Q.  Don’t  let  it  be  too  sweet,  Cupid.  And  the 
baron  of  beef? 

Rag.  Baron  de  Boeuf?  never  hear  of  his  lordship 

SirQ.  His  lordship,  Mr.  Adonis!  [Laughing.]  Ha, 
ha,  ha  !  nor  of  Ins  cousin-german,  the  English  Sir-Loin  ? 
I  hate  your  thin  slops,  your  fricassees,  and  lagouts, 
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where  a  man  may  drown  his  hand  in  the  aauceanddine 
upon  steam.  No,  no,  commend  me  to  the  old  E“Sj““ 
loin,  into  whose  gentle  sides  I  may  plunge  J 

knife  to  the  tip  of  the  handle  and  draw  out  a  rime  tha 

w  ill  surfeit  a  dozen  yeomen  of  the  guard,  Now  march 
off  to  your  different  posts,  and,  liarkye,  Obadiah, 

brisk,  be  stirring ;  move  a  leg. 
dhn  Vprilv  I  will  move  two. 

[Exeunt  Obudiah  and  Servants,  R. 

Sir  Q.  Egad,  this  puts  me  in  mind  of  ^  inorr^^ 
ninth  of  November— goold  coach,  Guildhall,  Gog 
Magog — once  a  beau,  always  a  beau. 

AIR— Sir  Querelous  Qoizby— Tune—1 “  Voulez  vans 

D/y.ri£££. 


When  I  was  young,  in  apparel  so  gay, 

Pumps — ha!  ha! 

Chapeau  bras ! 

Powder’d  and  frizzled  I  went  to  the  play, 

A  town-bred  true  maccaroni ! 

Seated  snug  in  the  foremost  row, 

I  ogled  the  girls  with  my  quizzing-glass— so  t 
Charming  creatures, 

How  their  features 

Blush’d  to  behold  their  side  box  beau. 

Balls  ana  concerts  were  my  delight. 

Fiddling,  singing. 

Highland  flinging, 

Then  at  the  Finish  I  revell’d  the  night. 

For  that  was  the  time  o’  day,  boys! 

Spruce  on  Sundays,  a  frolicsome  spark. 

Coat  of  furs. 

Boots  and  spurs, 

I  canter’d  and  gallop’d  my  nag  in  the  ParP 
A  hieh-bred  mettlesome  gray,  boys. 

With  lads  of  the  whip,  took  to  Richmond  a  start, 
Laugh’d  and  jok’d  with  my  landlady  smart. 

Drank  a  glass 
To  my  favourite  lass 

Till  my  head  and  my  purse  grew  as  light  as  my  lieait. 
I  din’d  with  the  moon,  and  i  supp’d  with  the  sun. 
Champaign,  gooseberry, 

No  matter  whose  berry. 

Courting,  sporting,  frolic  and  fun, 

For  that  was  the  time  o’  day,  boys. 

Still  a  beau,  though  my  locks  are  gray, 

Dancing,  prancing. 

Laughing,  quaffing, 

Who  but  I,  on  my  Lord  Mayor  s  Day 
To  charm  the  hearts  of  the  gay,  boys? 

See  me  advance,  all  powder  and  friz, 

The  pretty  Kiris  lift  'heir  glasses  to  quiz, 

13  3 
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With  looks  so  sly, 

They  giggle  and  cry, 

What  an  elegant  fellow  the  alderman  is. 

Sidling,  bridling,  gammon  and  strut. 

Zounds,  my  cough,  ma’am. 

Now  lead  off,  ma’am — 

Capering,  tapering,  shuffle  and  cut, 

For  that  is  the  time  o’  day,  boys !  [Exit,  r. 

SCENE  III. — A  Drawing-Room. 

Enter  Sir  Querelous  QuiZBYa??d  Caroline,  r. 

Sir  Q.  (r.  c.)  I’ll  thank  you,  Miss  Quizby;  to  answer 
me  one  question— imprimis,  as  we  used  to  say  in  the  city, 
am  I  not  really,  and  bona  fide,  your  father? 

Car.  (c.)  Mamma  always  said  so,  papa. 

Sir  Q.  Is  it  not  then  a  sine  queer  non  that  you  should 
obey  me  in  every  thing  ? 

Car.  That,  papa,  is  not  quite  so  clear,  particularly 
when  you  would  have  me  marry  a  man  that  I  have 
never  seen,  the  reverse,  too,  of  all  that  is  agreeable. 
Only  hear  cousin  Frank’s  description  of  my  whimsical 
Adonis.  [Tukes  out  a  letter  and  reads.]  “  It  would  require 
the  pencil  of  a  Hogarth  to  paint  the  attractions  of  Billy 
Buffalo  lie  is  vain  as  a  peucoclc ,  talkative  us  a  parrot, 
mischievous  as  a  monkey,  and  witless  as  a  jackdaw.” 

Sir  Q.  Frank’s  a  puppy,  a  coxcomb,  a  mere  non-entry  ! 
Billy,  though  by  all  accounts  no  beauty,  is  a  steady 
sober,  staid  young  man. 

Car.  Would  that  he  had  stayed  at  home  ! — A  charming 
figure  I  shall  cut,  jogging  away  to  that  old  tumble-down 
mansion,  Goosecap  Hall. 

“To  reading,  plain  work,  and  to  purling  brooks, 

Old-fashioned  sports,  dull  aunts,  and  croaking  rooks.” 

And  instead  of  dancing  a  gallopade  with  that  daisy  of 
dandyism,  Sir  Harry  Exquisite,  to  bob  down  the  middle 
and  up  again  with  some  awkward  Hottentot,  that  capers 
for  all  the  world  like  the  clown  in  a  pantomime. 

SirQ.  [Laughing.]  Ha,  ha,  ha!  how  ludikerous  !— - 
Come,  I  like  that. 

Car.  To  be  shut  out  from  every  polite  amusement _ 

the  Opera. 

Sir  Q.  The  Coburg. 

Car.  Argyle  Rooms. 

SirQ.  Bagnigge  Wells.  Really,  Miss  Quizby,  I 
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should  exceedingly  like  to  know  what  sort  of  a  husband 
you  would  choose  to  have. 

Car.  I’ll  tell  you,  papa. 

AIR — Caroline. — Tune — “  Loves  Ritornella,’' 

Not  the  plodding  plain  cit,  nor  impertinent  wit, 

Nor  coxcomb  so  gaudy,  with  all  his  fine  clothes 

But  a  soldier,  d’ye  see,  is  the  lover  for  me, 

The  smartest,  the  bravest,  politest  of  beaus. 

O,  tell  me  what  maid  can  withstand  a  cockade, 

That  prefers  not  the  camp  to  the  city’s  dull  hum'? 

When  1  hear  the  tattoo,  how  1  long  to  march  too, 

And  merrily  follow  the  fife  and  the  drum. 

Be  this,  then,  your  toast — Here’s  the  soldier,  the  boast 
Of  this  dear  little  island,  the  queen  of  the  wavel 

And  may  each  British  fair,  who  a  heart  has  to  spare. 

Bestow  it,  where  best  ’tis  bestow’d — on  the  brave. 

Enter  Humphry  Hum,  as  Jeremiah  Jargon ,  l. 

Hum.  (l.c.)  Sir  Querelous  Quizby,  I  presume. 

Sir  Q.  (r.  c.)  The  same,  sir. 

Hum.  In  me  you  behold  Doctor  Jeremiah  Jargon, 
pupil  of  the  most  renowned  and  learned  Von  Tromping- 
ton  Verbruggenhausen  von  Bladderblow,  professor  of 
rhetoric  and  teacher  of  elocution  ;  skilled  in  the  sciences, 
natural,  moral,  and  political ;  mythology,  astrology, 
craniology,  and  tautology;  mathematics,  optics, physics, 
and  metaphysics. 

Sir  Q.  What  a  wonderful  fellow  ! 

Car.  (c.)  What  a  figure  of  fun  ! 

Hum.  Saw  your  advertisement  —  “Acknowledged 
ability,  superior  address”— took  the  hint— verbum  sat— 
pardon  egotism — I’m  your  man. 

Sir  Q.  [Crossing  to  Humphrey  Hum.']  Doctor  Jargon, 
I’m  proud  to  see  a  gentleman  of  your  learning  and  ac¬ 
complishments.  How  long  will  it  take  to  make  me  an 
orator  ? 

Hum.  New  system — expedition’s  the  word  ;  no  round¬ 
about  stories,  no  circumlocution — no  collateral  cuts — 
I’ll  gallop  you  over  the  course.  In  three  lessons  you 
shall  be  a  Demosthenes. 

Sir  Q.  Suppose  we  begin,  then — Miss  Quizby,  hollez 
vous  hong. 

Hum.  By  no  means  :  let  beauty  bear  witness  to  the 
success  of  my  system.  Fancy  yourself  in  the  Commons 
House,  Sir  Querelous,  and  this  lady,  speaker — madam, 
will  you  condescend  to  take  the  chair  ? 
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Car.  A  whimsical  fellow — I’ll  humour  him. 

[Seats  herself. 

Hum.  Now  behold  the  air,  the  eye,  the  attitude,  of  “a 
member  making  his  maiden  speech.  Ahem  ! — Mr. 
Speaker,  in  rising  to  present  this  petition— [Takes  a  paper 
from  his  pocket,]  Be  attentive,  if  you  please.  [To  Sir  Q ue- 
relous  Quizby.]  I  am  conscious  that  it  might  have  fallen 
into  the  hands  of  one  whose  tongue  was  more  eloquent, 
but  whose  heart  not  more  sincere  than  his,  who,  for  the 
first  time,  has  the  honour  to  address  you.  (Eyes  right, 
don  t  fidget,  stand  at  ease  !)  [To  Sir  Querelous .]  The  peti¬ 
tioner  was  a  favoured  advocate  in  the  court  of  Cupid _ 

called  upon  a  distant  circuit,  he  finds  himself  supplanted 
by  a  rival,  whose  peculiar  qualifications  are  the  fulness 
of  his  purse  and  the  emptiness  of  his  head.  To  enlarge 
upon  the  subject  is  unnecessary;  I  shall  merely  put  this 
petition  in  your  hands,  praying  that  it  may  meet  with 
your  attentive  perusal,  and  the  favourable  consideration 
of  this  honourable  house.  [Gives  Caroline  the  paper. 

Car.  Heavens  !  ’tis  the  hand  of  Major  Vanguard. 

Sir  Q.  Ah,  I  see  how  it  is  !  Twirl  your  body,  swing 
your  arms,  look  bluff,  and  care  for  nobody. 

Hum.  You’ve  hit  it ;  to-morrow  1  shall  repeat  the 
lesson, — for  the  present,  adieu. 

Sir  Q.  You  shan’t  stir,  doctor;  it’s  my  daughter’s 
wedding-day — I  insist  on  your  taking  a  bit  of  venison 
with  us. 

Hum.  Can’t,  my  engagements  are  multifarious  ;  I 
breakfast  with  Cicero,  dine  with  Demosthenes  drink 
tea  with  Aristotle,  and  sup  with  Plato. 

Sir  Q.  Sup  with  Pluto  ! — Well,  then,  some  other  time. 
But  remembei  the  lesson  — next  week  the  writ’s  return¬ 
able. 

Hum.  So  am  I. 

[Exit  Sir  Querelous,  showing  out  Humphrey  Hum,  t._ 

Car.  [Reading  the  letter .]  “  A  report  has  just  reached  me  of 
your  intended  marriage.  Stratagem  will  shortly  conduct  me  to 
your  presence,  when  1  hope  to  receive J'rom  your  own  lips  an  as¬ 
surance  af  your  fidelity.” 

Re-enter  Sir  Querelous  Quizby,  l. 

Sir  Q.  (l.)  Confound  these  learned  fellows  !  there’s 
no  getting  in  a  word  edgeways  for  ’em.  Ahem  !— Mr. 
Speaker ! 
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Enter  Major  Vanguard,  as  Timothy  Rouge ,  l. 

Van.  (c.)  Sir  Querelous  Quizby,  your  most  devoted — ■ 
madam,  yours ;  proud  to  attend  you,  recommended  by 
my  particular  friend,  Mr.  Deputy  Doublechin,  whose 
family  I  had  the  honour  of  pourtraying.  I’m  Timothy 
Rouge,  Esq.,  at  your  service. 

Car.  (r.  c.)  [Aside.]  Tis  he. 

Sir  Q.  (c.)  Oh,  the  picture-painting  gentleman  ! — 
Egad,  Mr.  Timothy  Rouge,  Esq.,  you’re  just  in  time,  my 
daughter  being  about  to  be  married  ;  I  am  desirous  of 
obtaining  a  copy,  before  I  part  with  the  original,  so  I’ll 
thank  you  to  take  this  young  lady  off. 

Van.  I  shall  obey  your  commands  with  infinite  plea¬ 
sure.  Pray,  madam,  in  what  character  would  you 
please  to  be  drawn  ?  A  l’usage  do  monde  ? — As  one  of  the 
Graces,  perhaps?  though  there,  indeed,  no  invention  of 
mine  will  be  necessary, — I  shall  only  have  to  adhere 
strictly  to  nature. 

Car.  I  perceive,  sir,  you  are  an  adept  in  one  very 
essential  branch  of  your  art,  flattery. 

Van .  Rather  say  embellishment,  mere  light  and  shade, 
little  artificial  touches,  that  at  once  heighten  and  adorn. 

Car.  Then,  sir,  I  request  you  will  for  once  waive  the 
privilege  of  your  art,  and  paint  me  simply  as  I  am. 

Van.  Would,  madam,  that  every  lady  were  as  reason¬ 
able  as  you  are;  but  were  I  to  dip  my  brush  into  the 
colours  of  the  rainbow,  I  could  never  give  satisfaction  to 
all.  The  Countess  of  Killcare,  Miss  Fidfad,  and  Lady 
Caroline  Gambouge,  have  been  painted  as  every  goddess 
that  is  to  be  found  in  the  Heathen  Mythology  ;  and 
when  my  portrait  of  old  Dowager  ’Moonshine  in  the 
character  of  Hebe  appeared  in  last  year’s  exhibition, 
some  wicked  wag,  in  the  true  spirit  of  parody,  wrote 
under  it,  “  Dowager  Moonshine,  or  ’tis  sixty  years 
since.” 

Sir  Q.  [Laughing.']  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  a  comical  dog  this. 

Car.  As  I  am  passionately  fond  of  romance,  suppose, 
Mr.  Rouge,  you  paint  me  as  Minerva,  with  a  helmet  and 
shield,  mounted  on  a  white  palfrey. 

Sir  Q.  Mounted  on  a  fiddlestick. 

Car.  Or  as  St.  Cecilia,  singing  my  favourite  air. 
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AIR— Caroline. — Tune — “  Over  the  Hills  and  Far  Away.’1 

A  soldier  lov’d  a  lady  fair ; 

His  scarlet  coat,  and  helmet  bright. 

His  smart  cockade,  and  martial  air. 

Found  favour  in  the  lady’s  sight. 

She  blush’d  consent,  for  well  she  knew 
His  heart  was  brave,  and  constant,  too  : 
t”  tli u 3  she  sung  her  favourite  air, 

Faint  heart  ne’er  won  lady  fair.” 

The  soldier  woo’d  in  gay  disguise. 

But  soon  the  well  contriv’d  deceit 
The  lady  saw,  for  love  has  eyes, 

But  Guardy  ne’er  perceiv’d  the  cheat. 

Between  the  pair  he  stood  beguil’d, 
the  soldier  sigh’d,  the  lady  smil'd. 

And  thus  she  sung  her  favourite  air, 

“  Faint  heart  ne’er  won  lady  fair.”, 

Van.  [ Aside. ]  Enchanting  creature  ! 

Sir  Q.  Saint  Cicely,  pish !  white  palfrey,  pooh !  you 
s  a  e  painted  in  a  white  gownd,  shepherdess-like, 
with  a  crook  in  your  hand,  a  hollyhock  in  your  bosom, 
aad  a  whole  flock  of  sheep  in  the  background.  I’ll  go 
&e  youi  aunt,  Miss  Quintessima  Quizby’s  picture, 
for  a  pattern.  [Exit  n 

Van  [ Kneeling  .]  My  dear  Caroline,  let  us  instantly 

S  arVantage  ?f  the,  Present  opportunity-a  moment’s 
hesitation  may  place  the  means  of  happiness  beyond  our 
reach.  Consider  the  violence  of  my  passion. 

Re-enter  Sir  Querelous  Quizby,  unperceived,  with  the  pic¬ 
ture— he  pauses  jor  a  moment,  then  rushes  in  between  them. 

Sir  Q.  And  the  violence  of  mine  ! 

Car.  [Screaming-.]  Oh  ! 

[She  recovers  her  self-possession,  and  sings. 

AIR — Caroline. 

Tune  “  A  Highland  Lad  my  Love  was  Born.” 

I  shouldn’t  have  thought  of  your  fits  and  starts 
Your  Cupids,  arrows,  and  bleeding  hearts  • 

1  h  original,  sir,  is  another’s,  ha,  ha  • 

*  °r  copy,  indeed,  you  must  ask  my  papa. 

No  limothy  Rouge, 

With  your  paint  and  gambouge, 

Bray  have  you  anything  more  to  say  1 
My  lover  expects  me,  and  I  must  away, 
o  at  present  1  wish  you  a  very  good  day.  [Exit,  r. 

r  '  Q\Why^  you  Presumptuous  portrait-painter  i 

No  abuse,  Quizby,  no  abuse!  Em  a  man  of 
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honour,  touchy  as  tinder— sword,  pistol,  and  all  that 
— there’s  my  card — you  know  where  to  find  me — Timo¬ 
thy  Rouge,  Esq.,  quite  at  your  service — paint  ye,  or  pink 
ye — take  ye  off’  from  the  life  or  to  the  life — both,  or 
either  [Exit,  L.  s.  e. 

Sir  Q.  Paint  me,  or  pink  me  !  an  impudent  scoundrel. 

I  wish  Billy  Buffalo  would  come  and  fight  his  own  bat¬ 
tles.  He  should  have  been  here  by  this  time.  What 
says  his  letter  1 

Re-enter  Vanguard,  l.  u.  e. 

Sir  Q.  [ Taking  out  a  letter  from,  his  pocket  and  reading .] 

“  You  may  expect  to  see  me  on  the  first  of  April.'”  That’s 
to-day  !  April-fool  day,  by  Gog  and  Magog!  “  I  shall  .. 
arrive  at  the  White- Horse  Cellar 
Van.  That’s  close  at  hand. 

Sir  Q.  (t  At  one  o’clock.'"’ 

Van.  [Pulling  out  his  watch. ]  It  wants  a  quarter  ! 

Sir  Q.  “  In  the  Opposition.’'  What  a  scrawl !  “  Fly.” 
Van.  Here  goes.  [Exit,  l. 

Sir  Q.  This  Timothy  Rouge  has  thrown  me  into  such 
a  fluster,  that  I  shall  hardly  recover  my  appetite  by  din¬ 
ner-time — I’ll  just  take  a  turn  or  two  to  recruit  myself 
Here,  Barnaby,  Gabriel ! 

Enter  Servants. 

Sir  Q.  Mount  your  cocked  hats  and  Hambro-headed 
canes,  and  attend  me  to  the  Park  ;  and,  harkye,  be  sure 
to  follow  close  at  my  heels,  that  every  body  may  see  that 
you  belong  to  me  ! 

lAs  he  is  going  off,  Barnaby  treads  down  one  heel,  and  Gabriel 
the  other. 

Sir  Q.  Clumsy  villains  !  [ Exeunt .  L. 

SCENE  IV. — A  Room  in  the  White-Horse  Cellar ,  Pic¬ 
cadilly, 

Enter  BlLLY  Buffalo,  R.s.  E.,  followed  by  a  crowd  of  Porters, 
fyc.,  officiously  contending  for  his  luggage — sound  of  horns, 
laughter,  and  general  bustle, 

AIR  and  CHORUS. — Billy  Buffalo  and  Porters. 

Tune,  “  I  was  the  Boy  for  bewitching  'em.” 

Ye  cockneys!  have  done  with  your  dinning  ! 

Ye  busy,  impertinent  chaps 
What  means  ail  (his  bu-tle  and  grinning? 

D’ye  want  to  start  off  with  iny  traps  ? 
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Ye  tatterdemalions  !  silence  ! 

You’re  net  so  well  taugnt  as  you’re  fed  ! 

I  see  that  I  shan’t  walk  a  mile  hence, 

Without  breaking  somebody’s  head  1 

CHORUS. 

1st  P.  Your  worship’s  a  sweet  disposition  ! 

2 nd  P.  Your  honour’s  right  welcome  to  town  I 
All  the  7  So,  with  all  respect  and  submission, 

Porters  j  We  beg  that  you’ll  tip  us  a  crown  ! 

Billy.  Ye  cockneys,  have  done  with  your  dinning,  &c.  j 

Enter  Humphry  Hum,  in  plain  clothes ,  L. 

Hum.  Here’s  a  riot  and  rumpus  !  Silence,  ye  babes 
of  Babel !  Deposit  his  honour’s  moveables  in  a  place  of 
safety,  or,  by  Saint  Lud,  I’ll  play  the  Jack  of  Clubs  with 
ye  !  [ Shaking  his  cane. ]  Begone  !  abscond  !  evaporate  ! 
[ Exeunt  Porters,  r.  and  L.]  Ha,  what  do  I  see?  [Crossing 
to  Billy  Buffalo .]  My  old  friend  and  bottle-companion ! 
my  Buffalo  !  my  Bibsey  !  my  darling  boy  !  Why,  Billy, 
my  crony  !  you  must  surely  remember  my  face. 

Billy.  [Aside.]  His  face  ?  it’s  a  devilish  impudent  face ! 
Confound  me,  if  I  do  ! 

Hum.  (r.  c.)  The  many  jolly  bouts  we  have  had  to¬ 
gether,  eh  ? 

Billy,  (c.)  Jolly  bouts !  O,  yes,  I  recollect.  [Aside.] 
Devil  take  me,  if  I  remember. 

Hum.  With  your  father,  the  vicar — your  uncle,  the 
churchwarden  —  your  brother,  the  tax-gatherer — and 
your  cousin,  the  exciseman.  Not  remember  Humphry 
Hum  ? 

Billy.  [Hesitating.]  Hum?  Hum? 

Hum.  Ay,  Hum.  The  Hums  are  a  very  numerous 
family  in  London. 

Billy.  I  dare  say. 

Hum.  But  what  is  your  affair  in  Elsineur?  What  is 
your  business  in  London? 

Billy.  Business!  it’s  pleasure!  I’m  come  on  a  ma¬ 
trimonial  expedition,  to  marry  a  tip-top  lady,  all  strut 
and  streamers ;  though  I’d  bet  Lombard  Street  to  a 
Brummagem  sixpence,  that  she’s  not  half  as  handsome 
as  my  old  flame,  Miss  Peggy  Styles,  of  Penzance. 

Hum.  Miss  Peggy  Styles,  of  Penzance  ? 

Bil.  A  paradox  of  beauty  !  so  Jenny-so-coyish  !  But 
whatsaid  my  aunt,  Miss Dionissia  Dovetail,  to  the  match? 
“Billy,”  said  she,  “you’re  a  personable  young  man, 
with  a  touch  of  the  agreeable.  Your  rich  uncle,  Citizen 
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Quizby,  what  wears  a  goold  chain  and  an  alder- 
maniac  gowu,  has  got  a  daughter — ”  Has  he  ?  says  I— 
“Poz!’’  says  she.  “You’ve  been  sworn  at  Highgate  ! 
Never  take  beauty  when  you  can  get  blunt,  unless  you 
like  beauty  better.”  So  I  cut  Miss  Peggy,  and  here  1 
am,  stiff-starched  and  double-blued,  like  Jupiter,  to 
astonish  my  Diana  in  a  shower  of  goold. 

Hum.  Egad,  you’ll  astonish  the  whole  town  ! 

Billy.  I  shouldn’t  wonder  !  for  I  was  quite  the  Don 
Juno  of  our  parts — the  ignoramuses  was  no  more  to  com¬ 
pare  with  me,  than  a  sprat  is  to  a  whale,  or  a  pop-gun 
to  a  demi-culverin  !  Then  I’m  a  schollard — used  to  he.p 
Simon  Snapdragon,  the  parish  clerk,  to  translate  the 
Latin  epigrams  on  the  tombstones. 

Hum.  A  dev’lish  good  way  of  studying  the  dead  lan¬ 


guages  ! 

Billy.  1  danced  a  parasol  at  Mr.  Rigadoon  s  finishing- 
academy  for  full-grown  gentlemen.  [ Dancing .]  There’s 
a  caper  !  Practised  Lord  Chesterfield’s  graces— there’s 
a  attitood !  Attended  Dr.  Gull  and  Puzzle-’em’s  lectures 
on  chronology.  Then  for  my  oratory  ;  behold  me  at 
Miss  Caroline’s  feet,  flushed  with  the  purple  light  of 
love,  looking  unutterable  things “Illustrious, luminous, 
and  bright-shining  lady  !  The  ladder  of  my  invention  is 
too  low  to  climb  up  to  the  steeple  of  your  understanding. 
Your  face  is  like  the  sun,  your  eyes  and  teeth  are  in¬ 
comparable,  and  your  nose  is  as  a  well-arched  bridge, 
which,  for  brevity’s  sake,  I  pass  over.” 

Hum.  Cicero  distanced  !  Demosthenes  outdone  !  My 
dear  Billy,  I’m  charmed  with  your  talents  !  We  must 
be  better  acquainted — you  shall  dine  with  me  Bacchus 
shall  take  precedence  of  Cupid — sport  to-day,  and  court 
to-morrow.  I’ll  have  a  party  of  choice  spirits  to  meet 
you — jolly  dogs!  jovial  fellows!  You  shall  be  one  of 
ns,  Billy. 


DUET — Humphry  Hum  and,  Billy  Buffalo. 

Tune — “  How  merrily  we  live  ihut  Soldiers  be.” 

Hum.  How  merrily  we  live  in  London  here  ! 

Capital  fellows !  excellent  cheer  ! 

You  may  post  to  the  poles — 

No  matter  where — 

Where  the  wind  blows,  and  where  the  wave  roils, 
You’ll  ne’er  meet  a  parly  of  happier  souls, 

If  you  ramble  through  earth  or  air  ! 

C 
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Billy.  But  I’ve  heard,  Mr.  Hum,  in  this  queer  Lunnun  town, 

If  a  man’s  rather  green,  he  is  often  done  brown  ! 

But  I’m  not  sucii  a  goose, 

To  be  huff’d,  to  be  hoax’d — 

Your  cockneys  with  me  will  be  glad  to  cry  truce; 

If  they  try  any  gammon,  they’ll  find  it’s  no  use! 

I’m  not  to  be  trick’d  or  coax’d ! 

Billyh }  Waiters! 

Enter  Waiters ,  R.  and  L.,  with  table-cloth ,  dishes ,  tyc. 

IV alters.  Gentlemen  ! 

Hum.  4  l  Breakfast,  lunch, 

Billy.  5  We’re  ready  to  masticate,  ready  to  munch  ! 

Spread  the  table 
As  quick  as  you’re  able. 

And  let  ’em  be  speedily  dress’d  ! 

Tea  and  toast, 

Boil’d  and  roast. 

Eggs  and  ham, 

Ribs  of  lamb, 

Over  the  knuckle 
We’ll  merrily  chuckle. 

And  a  bottle,  my  boys,  of  your  best  1 
Chorus,  Hum.,  Billy,  4  Waiters. 

Waiters!  Gentlemen!  Breakfast!  Lunch,  &c. 

[ During  the  duet ,  the  Waitei's  spread  the  table  with  dishes — 
Humphry  Hum  and  Billy  Buffalo  sit  down  and  commence 
eating — one  of  the  Waiters ,  running  across,  falls  down  and 
breaks  the  plates — another  tumbles  over  him — The  curtain 
drops  on  the  general  bustle. 

END  OF  ACT  I. 


ACT  II. 

SCENE  I. — A  Room  in  Humphry  Hum  s  House. 

Enter  Humphry  Hum,  l. 

Hum.  Past  two  !  If  these  medical  men  don’t  make 
haste,  my  queer  acquaintance,  Billy  Buffalo,  will  be  here 
first.  [A  knock  at  the  door.]  Here  comes  somebody — [ Looks 
out  at  ivindow.~\  the  big- wigs,  by  all  that’s  comical ! 

Enter  Dr.  Blister  and  Mr.  Rhubarb,  r. 

Hum.  Dr.  Blister,  your  most  obedient ;  Mr.  Rhubarb, 
your  very  humble  servant. 

Dr.  B.  Hum  !  howbeit,  peradventure - 

\_Nods  his  head. 

Hum.  The  patient  will  be  here  presently. 
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Dr.  B.  Notwithstanding,  nevertheless — good  ! 

[Nods  his  head. 

Hum.  I’m  afraid  you’ll  have  considerable  trouble  with 
the  poor  dear  gentleman  ;  he’s  terribly  perverse  and 
flighty,  and  will  do  all  in  his  power  to  make  his  escape. 

Dr.  B.  He  shall  never  escape,  till  I  put  him  in  a  sound 
condition  both  of  body  and  mind. 

[A  loud  knock  at  the  door  R.  is  heard. 

Hum.  Here  he  comes  !  nothing  scares  him  so  much  as 
strange  faces,  and  the  devil’s  in  it  if  yours  don’t  bring  on 
a  fit  of  the  tantrums  ;  please  to  retire  and  watch  his 
motions. 

[Dr.  Blister  retires  L.  U.  E.— Mr.  Rhubarb  and  Humphry 
Hum  retire ,  R.  u.  E. 

Enter  Billy  Buffalo,  r. 

Billy.  [Laughing.]  Ha,  ha,  ha !  I  feel  quite  frisky  and 
comical,  for,  what  with  the  rattling  of  the  coaches  and 
carts,  the  ringing  of  the  bells,  the  grinding  of  the  organs, 
and  Humphry  Hum’s  Madeira,  my  head  spins  round 
like  a  whirligig — I’ve  had  two  tilts  and  a  turnover  ! — 
Egad,  my  journey  to  Lunnun  looks  a  little  omnibus  ! 
Pretty  apartments  these,  of  Humphry’s,  snug  and  cosey ; 
we  are  to  have  a  lot  of  choice  spirits  here  to-day,  to  ce¬ 
lebrate  my  arrival — none  of  your  candle-stumping,  tea- 
and-turn-out  parties— 'bohea  and  bundle!  Suppose  I 
should  be  called  on  for  a  song — [Sings — “  Meet  me  by 
moonlight”]  Oh,  that’s  all  moonshine  !  my  voice,  though 
of  considerable  vollum,  can  only  reach  two  octavos  ! 
I’ve  just  thought  of  a  song  that  I  used  to  sing  to  Miss 
Styles,  “  Love  in  a  tub  !”  inexpressibly  musical  and 
genteel. 

AIR. — Billy  Buffalo. — Tune,  “  Fly  not  yet.” 

I’ve  heard  certain  folks,  with  a  shake  aud  a  start, 

Sing,  "  Love  in  the  Eyes”  and  “  Love  in  the  Heart,” 

And  “  Love  among  Roses,”  which  surely  one’s  nose  is 
Most  likely  to  scratch  so,  to  vary  the  catch, 

I’ll  sing  you,  Love  in  a  Tub  ! 

I’ll  sing  you,  &c. 

Mister  Timkins,  a  tanner  of  wealth  and  renown. 

Had  a  daughter,  Miss  Biddy,  the  toast  of  the  town  ; 

Among  the  gay  sparks  that  paid  court  to  the  maid. 

Was  a  spruce  little  tailoring  dandyfied  blade, 

Mister  Timothy  Popinjay  Prig  ! 

Mister  Timothy,  &c. 
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At  her  window  one  night,  by  the  light  of  the  moon, 

With  his  heart,  and  his  voice,  and  his  fiddle  in  tune; 

On  a  water-butt  perch’d,  to  be  nearer  his  miss, 

To  whisper  his  vows,  and  to  steal  a  sly  kiss, 

And  warble  a  soft  serenade. 

And  warble,  &c. 

O,  charming  Miss  Timkins !  to  gain  your  fair  hand, 

I  flatter  myself  on  my  rnerii  I  stand  ; 

When,  as  he  look’d  knowing,  and  cocked  up  bis  chin. 

Why  all  of  a  sudden  the  kiver  fell  in ! 

And  plump  he  popp’d  into  the  tub  ! 

And  plump  he  popp’d,  &c. 

Miss  Biddy  laugh’d  loud  when  her  lover  was  fool’d — 

Mister  Popinjay’s  passion  was  presently  cool’d  j 
The  water,  so  cold,  put  his  love  to  the  rout,— 

’Twas  love  in  a  tub,  and  the  bottom  fell  out 

That  moment  the  kiver  fell  in ! 

That  moment,  &c. 

Moral. 

Let  each  lover  learn,  from  the  comical  rig, 

That  happen’d  to  Timothy  Popinjay  Prig, 

When,  in  courting  a  lady,  the  question  he  puts, 

Not  to  stand,  like  poor  Tim,  on  his  ifs  and  his  buts, 

Or  his  love  may  get  cool’d  in  a  tub ! 

Or  his  love,  &c. 

[Dr.  Blister  advances  from  R.  u.  E.,  and  Mr.  Rhubarb  from 
L.  U.  E. — they  alternately  make  mysterious  signs  to  each  other , 
slowly  advancing  forward. 

Billy,  [i Starting  and  surveying  them.~\  Heyday  !  who  are 
these  black  buffers,  with  a  bushel  and  a  half  of  wig 
a-piece ?  Some  of  Humphry’s  choice  spirits,  some  of 
his  jolly  dogs,  I  suppose  ;  I  declare,  they  look  quite 
awful  !  quite  pretty  natural  ! 

[■Seats  himself  in  a  chair ,  c.,  and,  half  frightened ,  begins  to 
whistle  Dr.  Blister  takes  a  chair  and  seats  himself,  L., 
and  Mr.  Rhubarb ,  R.  of  Billy — they  all  exchange  signifi¬ 
cant  looks. 

Dj .  B,  (r.  c.)  The  patient  seems  disturbed.  [Takes  out 
his  watch  and  feels  Billy’s  pufse.]  Ninety-five,  ninety-six, 
ninety-seven,  quick  pulse— restless  disquietude— nervous 
irritation — we  must  breathe  a  vein. 

[Produces  his  case  of  lancets. 

.  (c.)  Eh  ? 

Mr.  R.  [l.  c. — Produces  a  phial .]  Suppose  wre  adminis 
ter  this  soporific,  somnific,  salutiferous  carthartic. 

Dr.  B.  Galen  prescribes  phlebotomy. 

Mr.  R.  Hippocrates,  purgation. 

Dr.B.  When  the  hypocondriacal  and  feculent  hu¬ 
mours  obscure  poison  and  muddify  the  animal  spirits — 
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Mr.  R  And  the  reasoning  faculties  are  suspended  by 
the  conglomeration  and  ossification  of  any  part  or  parts 
of  the  brain - 

Hilly.  Fray,  gentlemen,  are  we  acting  a  pantomine  . 
what,  in  the  devil’s  name,  does  all  this  gibberish  mean  l 

Dr.  B  We  are  consulting  how  to  cure  you. 

Billy.  [Jumping  up.]  Cure  me  ?  Why,  Im  as  hearty 
as  a  buck,  old  W  irewig  ! 

Dr.  B.  We  doctors  know  how  you  do  better  than  you 
do  yourself. 

Billy.  Doctors'? 

Dr.  B.  Bartholomew  Blister,  M.  D  ,  at  your  service. 

Mr.  R.  [Rising.]  Ralph  Rhubarb,  Apothecary,  ditto. 

Dr.  B.  To  be  consulted  every  morning,  from  nine  till 


Right 


hand  door  round  the  corner — knock 


three. 

Mr.  R. 

and  ring  ! 

Billy.  Are  the  folks  in  this  house  gone  distracted  ? 
Old  Harry,  fly  away  with  your  physic,  I  never  swal¬ 
lowed  a  dose  in  my  life. 

k/-  R  }  N°  wonder’  then’  that  you  arG  crazy  ! 

TRIO. — Dr.  Blister,  Mr.  Rhubarb,  and,  Billy 
Buffalo. — Tune,  “  Yes,  Beda.” 

Dr.  B.  Come,  let’s  proceed,  sir,  the  gentleman  to  bleed,  sir ! 

N©  riot,  sir!  be  quiet,  sir  1 

Odds  bod  di  kins  !  I  can’t ! 

This  lenitive  emulsion,  you  must  take  without  compulsion, 
’Twill  cool  your  blood,  and  do  you  good. 

Upon  my  soul,  I  shan’t ! 

Drink !  drink  1 

Away  !  away  !  how  dare  you  keep  the  trick  up  1 
Bind  him  !  don’t  mind  him  !  and  tie  him  to  his  chair  ! 
Keep  your  distance!  for  assistance  such  a  dust  I’ll  kick  up! 


Billy. 
Mr.  R. 


Billy. 
Mr.  R. 
Billy. 
Dr.  B. 
Billy. 


I’ll  pull  your  wigs !  ye  buckram  prigs 


Dr.  B.  4  j  jjre»s  ag  a  March  hare  ! 


Mr 

Mi 


R. 

R. 


( 


See  this  little  phial,  sir,  I  pray  you  make  a  trial,  sir  ! 

’Ti3  camphor  mix’d  with  julap,  and  a  pretty  dose  it  is. 
Billy.  Your  julap  and  your  camphor,  I  do  not  care  a  damn  tor! 

Your  powders,  drops,  cosmetic  slops,  I’ll  throw  ’em  in 
your  phiz — 

Out,  ye  quizzers  ! 

Dr.  B .  With  lhy  scizzors  let  me  crop  your  nob,  sir; 

Spite  of  raving,  bleeding,  shaviug,  physicking’s  our  plan. 
Billy.  If  that’s  the  case,  we’ll  have  a  race  before  you  do  the  job,  sir! 

Dr.  B.  4  ?  Hold  him  tight,  he’ll  take  his  flight  1 
Mr.  R.  S  , 

Billy,  Now  catch  me  it  you  can  ! 

[Billy  runs  out  at  full  speed ,  followed  by  Dr.  Blister  and  Mr. 

Rhubarb.  C  3 
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Enter  Humphry  Hum,  l.  u.  e. 

Hum.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  there  goes  Hilly  Buffalo,  with  the 
doctors  at  his  heels  !  But  we  havn’t  done  with  him  yet 
— he’s  not  half  an  April  fool. 

Re-enter  Dr.  Blister,  l.,  in  great  haste. 

AIR. — Dr.  Blister. —  Tune,  Bartholomew  Fair.” 

Shall  a  doctor  thus  be  treated  ? 

Shall  a  doctor  thus  be  cheated  ? 

He  has  run  me  out  of  breath. 

I’ll  physic  him  to  death  ; 

If  once  he  cross  my  path. 

I’ll  bleed  him  to  a  lath — 

In  his  life  he  ne’er  shall  scamper  olf  so  quick  again  ! 

’Tis  assurance, 

Past  endurance ! 

I’ll  not  bear  it, 

Zounds  !  I  swear  it 
Up  and  down. 

Through  the  town. 

I’ll  work  him, 

And  I’ll  jerk  him  ! 

And  teach  the  rogue  to  play  me  such  a  trick  again. 

Hum.  So,  doctor,  you’ve  lost  your  patient. 

Dr.  B,  Lost  him  !  and  in  a  way  I  never  lost  one  before 
—he  escaped  from  me  alive  !  But  I’ll  have  him  seized 
as  a  deserter  from  physic— where  d’ye  think  I  mav  find 
him  ? 

Hum.  At  the  house  of  Sir  Querelous  Quizby,  the  rich 
alderman, whose  daughter  he  is  about  to  marry,  and  w'ho, 
knowing  nothing  of  his  intended  son-in-law’s* distemper’ 
is  all  impatience  to  conclude  the  match. 

Dr.B.  Alderman!  eh  ?— Callipash,  callipee,  greenfat, 
repletion,  apoplexy,  good  customer!  I’ll  go  this  very 
instant  and  forbid  the  banns  ;  he’s  a  mortgage  to  me,  and 
a  patient  shan’t  make  a  fool  of  a  physician.  [Exit,  r. 

Hum.  Bravo,  my  little  Esculapius!  you  can’t  miss  the 
way. 

AIR.— Humphry  Hum.— Tune,  “  When  the  Heart  of  a 
Man  is  oppress'd,  with  Care.” 

I  love  a  gay  lass  and  a  cheerful  glass, 

An  English  sirloin  and  an  Irish  stew; 

I  love  to  be  funny,  mirth  for  my  money — 

Trick  for  trick,  and  a  trick  worth  two  ! 

1  he  doctor  tricks  with  his  potion  and  pill  ; 

The  lawyer  tricks  when  he  makes  out  his ’bill; 

The  winner  the  loser, 

The  Christian  the  Jew,  sir, 

1  Ticking's  the  fashion  go  where  you  will ! 


[Exit,  l. 
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Enter  Billy  Buffalo,  l.,  running,  out  of  breath. 

Billy.  Sure,  never  poor  devil  had  such  a  chase  as  I’ve 
had — 1  made  but  one  jump  from  the  top  of  the  stairs  to 
the  bottom.  What  an  infernal  blunder !  instead  of  going 
to  Humphry’s  lodgings,  to  stumble  into  a  hospital  for  in¬ 
curables  ;  to  avoid  being  locked  up,  I  was  obliged  to 
bolt ! 

E nter  Dicky  Dumps,  l.  u.  e. 

Dicky.  Be  you  Mister  Buffalo? 

Btlly.  Eh  ! — Who  are  you?  what  are  you  ?  where  are 
you  going?  where  d’ye  come  from  ?  what  d’ye  want? 

Dicky.  I  be  a  wet-nurse  to  a  hackney-coach  stand,  a 
waterman  like,  and  ha’  brought  a  letter  for  your  wor¬ 
ship.  [Gives  a  letter. 

Billy.  Some  gunpowder  plot,  and  this  little  Guy  Faux 
at  the  head  of  it ;  some  fresh  invitation  to  the  devil’s 
own  venison,  a  tiger  stuffed  with  tenpenny  nails !  [Opens 
the  letter,  and  reads.]  “  Sir, — As  you  have  the  temerity — ” 
what’s  that? — “  to  address  that  purapherna — li — um — ” 
eh  ? — “  of  perfection,  Miss  Caroline  Quizby,  I  shall  expect 
the  pleasure  of  your  company  in  Battersea  Fields,  at  six 
this  evening,  when  I  hope  to  shoot  you  through  the  head , 
or  run  you  through  the  body,  as  may  be  most  convenient 
and  agreeable  to  you, — ’’convenient  and  agreeable  to  me! 
— “  Yours,  till  death,  Terence  O’Whack.” — Yours,  till 
death  ! — “  Postscript.  I  have  sent,  for  your  choice,  a  brace 
of  bull  dogs.” — Bull  dogs  ! 

Dicky.  [Producing  a  brace  of  horse  pistols.]  Here,  your 
honour. 

Billy.  Oh  ! — “  And  a  toasting  fork.” 

Dicky.  That,  like. 

[  Pulling  out  a  long  sword  from  his  stick ,  and  making  a  pass  at 

him. 

Billy.  Winged  and  spitted  !  Keep  off,  you  little  in¬ 
cendiary.  [Driving  him  out]  Good  bye!  get  out!  [Exit 
Dicky,  l.  s.  e.]  Oh,  dear  !  as  sure  as  I’m  alive,  I’m  a 
dead  man. 

Enter  Humphry  Hum,  r. — he  taps  Billy  on  the  shoulder. 

Billy.  Murder!  I  won’t  fight! 

Hum.  Why,  Billy,  what  the  deuce  is  the  matter  with 
you ! 
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Billy.  Oh,  Mr.  Hum  !  is  it  you  ?  Your  poor  unhappy 
rriend  is  bespoke,  ruined,  and,  to  all  intents  and  pur¬ 
poses,  rolled  up.  Only  read  that  letter. 

[Gives  Humphry  the  letter. 

Hum.  [ Reading .]  “  Shoot  you  through  the  head  !  Run 
you  through  the  body  !  Bull  dogs!  Toasting  fork!" 
— -Well,  the  die  is  cast,  you  must  fight. 

Billy,  (c.)  I’ll  run  away — I’ll  never  stop  to  be  run 
through. 

Hum.  (r.c.)  Then  you’ll  be  posted  through  the  town 
for  cowardice. 

Billy.  I’ll  post  through  the  town  till  I  get  back  to  the 
coach. 

Hum.  Stop  !  I’ll  be  your  second.  My  surgeon,  Mr. 
Deadwig,  shall  attend  you — wonderful  man  !  can  ex¬ 
tract  a  cannon-ball. — Come,  come,  don’t  be  chicken- 
hearted,  for  if  you  should  happen  to  get  killed,  you  may 
at  least  be  sure  of  one  thing - 

Billy.  That  1  shan’t  come  to  life  again  ! 

Hum.  [With  solemn  emphasis .]  That  you  have  a  friend 
who  will  follow  you  to  the  grave,  and  see  your  funeral 
obsequies  duly  performed. 

Billy.  A  mighty  consolation  to  a  dead  man. 

Hum.  Oak  coffin — gilt  nails—  brass  plate — inscription 
— epitaph - 

Here  Billy  lies,  whom  cruel  fate 
Shot  with  a  pistol  through  the  pate. 

But  first  transfix’d  by  Cupid’s  dart, 

Like  a  cock  sparrow,  through  the  heart ! 

Ye  country  beaux,  so  tight  and  trim. 

This  last  sad  warning  take  by  him  : 

O,  ne’er  for  wives  to  London  roam, 

But  choose  your  sweethearts  nearer  home. 

Billy.  So,  I’m  shot  through  the  head  !  transfixed 
through  the  heart !  dead,  buried,  and  here’s  my  epitaph. 

Hum.  Egad!  I  had  nearly  forgot — before  you  encoun- 

t( Terence  O’ Whack,  you  must  demand  satisfaction 
oi  Alderman  Quizby. 

Billy.  What  the  devil !  fight  him,  too  ? 

Bum.  I  ve  discovered  a  trick  they  are  going  to  play 
upon  you:— Sir  Querelous  invites  you  to  London,  to 
marry  his  daughter— good  !  The  fool  is  trapped  and  the 
match  conduded— better  !  Miss  Caroline  claims  one 
ball  of  your  estate  for  pin-money,  and  Quizby  employs 
Counsellor  Twaddle  to  go  to  law  with  you  for  the  other 
—  best  ot  all !  So,  with  your  wife  pulling  this  way,  the 
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alderman  that,  and  Counsellor  Twaddle  both  ways  at 
once,  you  are  stripped  for  the  costs,  and  the  devil  a  suit 
have  you  left  but  one  in  Chancery 

Billy .  Here’s  a  conspiracy  !  What  shall  I  do?  where 
shall  I  go?  Humphry,  my  dear  boy  !  I’m  no  shot. 

Hum.  Then  be  off  like  one.  „Go  instantly  to  Sir  Que- 
relous  Quizby,  bounce,  bluster,  and  kick  up  a  dust,  and 
you  shall  fight  Terence  O’ Whack  by  deputy— 1’H  be  your 
champion;  —  there  lies  your  road  —  over  Blackfiiais 
Bridge,  thence  to  Battersea,  turn  to  the  right,  through 
Putney,  Fulham,  Kensington,  and  Hammersmith,  down 
Parliament  Street,  up  the  Minories,  taking  the  Tower, 
St.  Paul’s,  and  Middlesex  Hospital  in  your  way  ! 

Billy.  Up  Parliament  Street,  down  the  Minories,  St. 

Paul’s  Battersea  !  Here  goes  for  a  rumpus  ! 

| -Exit,  R*  u*  E* 

Hum.  Billy,  my  boy,  you  ve  been  sworn  at  Highgate  ! 
Never  tight  while  you  can  run,  like  my  old  rival,  Cor¬ 
poral  Flam  of  the  Finsbury  Fusileers  ! 

AIR. _ Humphry  Hum. —  Composed  by  Mr.  Stansbury . 

He  that  has  been  sworn  at  Highgate, 

Never  eats  pudding,  when  he  can  pie  get . 

Never  fasts,  when  he  can  dine; 

Never  drinks  water,  when  he  can  get  wine ; 

Courts  a  fool  instead  of  a  witty  girl, 

Kisses  an  ugly  instead  of  a  pretty  girl ! 

Sweet  Hermione, 

Tali  as  a  piony  ! 

A  laughing  eye,  and  a  rosy  cheese, 

We  don’t  see  every  day  in  the  week  ; 

Her  husband,  late  of  the  Lumber  Troop, 

Died  of  venison  and  turtle  soup  ; 

Which,  good  man,  he  us’d,  to  be  sure, 

Now  and  then  eat  for  the  good  of  the  poor  ! 

What’s  to  be  done 

With  the  Whalebone  and  Sun, 

Customers  dropping  in  one  by  one? 

He  that  has  been  sworn  at  Highgate, 

Apes  a  bold,  instead  of  a  shy  gait ; 

Barters  not  blunt  for  beauty  or  blisses, 

Or  marries  the  maid  instead  of  the  missis  ; 

So  thought  whisker’d  Corporal  Flam, 

Who  liv’d  at  the  sign  of  the  Lion  and  Lamb. 

This  is  a  widow,  I  hope,  to  be  won. 

Capital  quarters,  the  Whalebone  and  Sun  I 
This  queer  officer 
Sipp’d  her  coffee,  sir ; 

Pinch’d  her  knee, 

Sweeten’d  her  tea ; 

Told,  like  Hope,  his  flattering  tale— 

She  swallow’d  his  gammon,  he  swallow'd  her  ale  ! 
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Money,  mixtures. 

Stock  and  fixtures, 

Waiters  tall, 

Widow  and  all, 

At  the  command 

Of  this  bold  corporal.  Captain  Grand  ! 

He  that  has  been  sworn  at  Highgate, 

Will  not  march,  when  he  can  a  fly  get  - 
I  ost  to  Battersea,  charming  spot, 

W  here  a  man,  if  lie  please,  may  get  quietly  shot  1 
Here  l  am, 

Corporal  Flam  ; 

One  must  die. 

You  or  I  ; 

Only  one 

Can  marry  the  nymph  of  the  Whalebone  ana  Sun  1 
He  that  has  been  sworn  at  Highgate, 

Will  never  a  wound  in  the  leg  or  the  thigh  get  • 

So  said  Flam,  6  ’ 

„  . ,  ,  Of  the  Lion  and  Lamb. 

Cupid  has  pierc’d  my  heart,  ’tis  true. 

But  I  d  rather  not  have  my  body  run  through  ; 

Yet,  Mr.  Hum,  s  ' 

I  think,  as  we’re  come. 

Though  terribly  loth, 
nr  ,  .  JFor  the  honour  of  both. 

We  should  wound  each  other  a  little,  a  tittle 
lo  show  we  fought 
As  brave  as  we  ought  • 

Gad  !  I’ll  be  curs’d,  ' 

But  you’ve  pink’d  me  first. 

Where  shall  I  scratch 
The  fellow,  to  match  ? 

Ha,  ha  1  sa,  sa  1— Is  that  your  plan  i 

Bush  or  parry, 

w,  ,  .  T|ie  widow  I’ll  marry. 

Where  shall  you  pink  me  ?  Where  you  can  1  [Exit,  k. 

SCENE  Drawing- Room-window  open  in  the 

flat,  r.  a  table  with  wine,  c. 

Sir  Querulous  Qihzby  discovered  sitting  at  the  table,  R., 
dozing,  Caroline  sitting  opposite,  l. 

DUET— Caroline  and  Major  Vanguard. 

Tune  “  0  rest  thee ,  Babe.” 


Car 


O,  rest  thee,  my  guardy,  the  sun  it  shines  bright 
I  he  casement  is  open—  s'-L 

[  Vanguard  appears  at  the  window  R  p 
T,  .  .  .  My  lover  in  sight. 

I  he  hour  is  propitious,  the  chariot  is  nigh 
Belay  not,  ah,  stay  not  1  fly,  prithee,  love,  fly  t 


ft 


Van. 
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Both.  O,  sound  be  thy  slumbers,  for  Hymen’s  sweet  sake  ; 

Hist,  hist !  now  or  never — 

[Sir  Querelous  gives  a  loud  yawn. 

He  starts!  he’s  awake  ! 

[  Vanguard  disappears. 

Sir  Q.  [  Waking.]  Hollo!  Gabriel!  Obadiah  !  [Rub- 
bing  his  eyes.']  Eh,  didn’t  I  see  something  at  the  window  ? 

Car.  Only  the  scarlet  runner,  papa. 

Sir  Q.  I’ve  had  such  a  terrible  dream — I  dreamt  that 
the  servants  were  tippling,  Mounseer  Ragamuffin  swear¬ 
ing,  the  turtle  spoiling,  and  the  venison  roasting  to  rags; 
that  the  coach  had  started  off  without  Billy  Buffalo,  that 
he  had  lost  his  seat  and  I  mine — an  unlucky  member  in 
expectancy.  This  is  chairing  one  with  a  vengeance. 

Enter  Fringe,  l. 

Fringe.  Mrs.  Chainstich,  madam,  with  your  wedding- 
dress.  [Exit,  l. 

Sir  Q.  The  scarlet  and  goold  ? 

Car.  No,  papa,  the  blue  and  silver — hat  a-la  Polo¬ 
naise,  mantle  a-la  Russe — my  toilet  waits — now  for  my 
Cornish  Adonis.  [Sings. 

“  Ye  who  pity  maids  like  me. 

This  way  bend  to  set  me  free.”  [Exit,  L. 

Enter  Obadiah,  r. 

Oba.  Behold,  there  is  a  little  man  without,  inquiring 
for  one  Billy  Buffalo. 

Sir  Q.  Who  is  he  1 

Oba.  Verily,  I  know  not ;  but  his  face  beareth  the 
semblance  of  a  hatchet,  and  his  outward  man  of  a 
weazel ;  his  cane  may  be  likened  unto  a  beadle’s  staff, 
and  his  wig  appertaineth  unto  a  holly-bush. 

Sir  Q.  Show  him  up.  [ Exit  Obadiah,  r.]  It’s  Doctor 
Stiflegig,  the  family  chaplain.  Billy  is  Aunt  Dovetail’s 
darling,  and  the  prudent  old  lady  has  sent  up  this  or¬ 
derly  gentleman  to  keep  him  out  of  mischief, 

Enter  Doctor  Blister,  running,  out  of  breath ,  r* 

Dr.  B.  Whew  !  I’m  blown  !  [ Breathes  hard. 

Sir  Q.  It  is  the  Doctor  ! — There’s  something  orthodox 
in  his  wig.  My  dear  sir,  I’m  monstrously  rejoiced  to 
see  you — pray  be  seated.  [ Hands  him  a  chair — they  sit.] 
Permit  me  to  baud  you  a  glass  of  wine  after  your  jour¬ 
ney-  [Fills  a  glass. 
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Dr.  B.  Sir  Quizby,  here’s  my  service  to  you  ;  we  pro¬ 
fessional  men  can’t  aiFord  to  drink  people’s  healths. 

SirQ.  Another,  my  dear  Doctor.  [FiLls  again .]  Your 
reverence  looks  quite  fatigued. 

Dr.  B.  I’m  knocked  up. 

SirQ.  You  travelled  post? 

Dr.  B.  Post!  ran  against  fifty — but,  after  all,  couldn’t 
catch  him. 

Sir  Q.  What,  the  gamesome  young  rogue  gave  you 
the  slip  ? 

Dr.  B.  [Rising.]  He  took  six  pair  of  stairs  at  a  flying 
leap,  and  be  hang’d  to  him. 

Sir  Q.  [Laughing.]  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  the  scapegrace  !  but 
it’s  all  in  the  family.  [Rising.]  When  I  was  young,  I  was 
as  mad  as  he  is. 

Dr.  B.  The  deuce  you  were  ! 

Sir  Q.  But  as  the  comical  dog  had  the  start  of  you, 
how  comes  it  that  you  are  here  before  him  ? 

Dr.  B.  Before  him  !  then  I’m  hoaxed,  bit,  bamboo¬ 
zled,  and  bubbled  ! 

Sir  Q.  My  dear  doctor,  keep  your  patience. 

Dr.  B.  Keep  my  patients!  how  the  devil  can  I  keep 
’em,  when  they  take  flying  leaps  like  your  infernal 
Nevey  ? — Harkye,  Sir  Quizby,  every  body  knows  me — 
Dr.  Bartholomew  Blister.  This  young  Buffalo  was  placed 
in  my  hands  to  be  cured — his  distemper  is  a  chattel  that 
fairly  belongs  to  me — I  reckon  it  in  the  catalogue  of  my 
effects;  and  I  declare  he  shall  never  marry  till  he  has 
swallowed  the  potions  that  I  have  prescribed  for  him. 

Sir  Q.  Potions  !  distemper  ! — What  distemper  ? 

Dr.  B.  Why,  the  family  distemper,  to  be  sure.  De¬ 
rangement  of  mind,  aberration  of  intellect,  confusion  of 
idea — he’s  mad. 

Sir  Q.  Mad ! 

Dr.  B.  Stark,  staring,  mischievously  mad  ! — You  must 
therefore  put  a  stop  to  the  wedding,  or  all  the  little  Buf¬ 
faloes  will  be  non  compos. 

Sir  Q.  Non  pompos? 

Dr.B.  You’ll  be  obliged  to  build  a  hospital  for  the 
lunatic  Quizby’s. 

Sir  Q.  [Groaning.]  Oh  ! 

Dr.  B.  You  must  restore  him  to  my  custody,  for  he 
shall  be  cured  by  nobody  but  me. 

Sir  Q.  With  all  my  heart. 

Dr,  B.  And  if  I  can’t  catch  him,  I'll  come  back  and 
cure  you  in  his  stead. 
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SirQ.  Why,  zounds,  doctor,  I’m  not  mad. 

Dr.  B.  But  you  may  be ;  I’m  resolved  to  have  a 
patient,  and  will  get  one  where* I  can.  [ Exit ,  l. 

Sir  Q.  Stark,  staring,  mischievously  mad  !  here’s  a 
disaster  !  [A  loud  burst  of  laughter  heard  without .]  My  tipsy 
rascals  at  their  carousals,  and  that  rogue  Obadiah.  Ram¬ 
rod  at  the  head  of  ’em. 

Enter  Billy  Buffalo,  r.,  smoking  a  cigar,  followed  by  the 
whole  Household,  laughing. 

Billy,  Hey,  ye  cockneys,  with  long  tails,  powdered 
wigs,  and  goold  shoulder-knots,  what  the  deuce  d’ye 
see  in  me  to  laugh  at?  A’nt  I  the  thing — the — what 
nature  ought  to  be  ? — The  tippey,  twaddle,  dandy,  quiz. 

AIR. — Billy  Buffalo  and  Servants. 

Tune — “  The  Laughing  Chorus  in  Der  Freischutz .” 
Billy.  Natty,  spruce,  and  debonnair. 

Whiskers  prime,  and  lots  of  hair. 

Servants.  Zooks !  the  geinman’s  mad,  or  drunky — 

He’s  a  face  like  an  ox,  and  a  tail  like  a  monkey. 

Billy.  An’t  I  a  star, 

With  my  cigar. 

Rogues  as  you  are1? 

Servants.  What  a  funny  gemman,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

[Exeunt  Servants,  r. 

Billy.  Ah,  Quizby,  here  am  I,  my  old  boy  !  come  to 
kick  up  a  precious  shindy  in  your  house. 

SirQ.  [Retreating  backward.]  The  bonassus  !  how  wild 
he  looks  ! 

Billy.  So  you  thought  to  play  me  a  cockney  trick,  eh  ? 
To  bamboozle  me  out  of  my  estate,  and  leave  me  with 
never  a  coat  to  stand  upright  in. 

Sir  Q.  Coat !  you  shall  have  a  straight  waistcoat. 

Billy.  But  I’m  up  to  you,  old  Twankey ;  I’m  down 
upon  you,  old  Gunpowder  and  Bohea. 

Sir  Q.  He  quizzes  my  trade — gunpowder  !  I’ll  blow 
him  up  !-— What  d’ye  mean  by  gunpowder,  Billy  Buf¬ 
falo  t  what  d’ye  mean  by  bohea  ? 

Billy.  I  know  what  I  mean,  and  I  mean  what  I  say — ■ 
Pin-money,  Counsellor  Twaddle.  [ Music  heard  without. 
What  sound  was  that?  Morgan  Rattler — O,  you  olt' 
enchanter ! 

Car .  [Singing without,  l.]  Why  tarries  the  bridegroom,  ah,  where 

can  he  be  ? 

With  my  true  love  I  long  for  a  parley — 
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Enter  Caroline,  L. 

If  Charley  won’t  come  o’er  the  water  to  me, 

I’ll  over  the  water  to  Charley. 

Car.  Ha,  my  sweet  eoz  !  welcome  to  London — Cupid 
has  lighted  his  nuptial  torch  to  conduct  us  to  the  Temple 
of  Hymen  ;  and  Apollo  has  tuned  his  love-inspiring 
lute,  to  sound  in  dulcet  strains  our  joyful  epithalamium. 

Sir  Q.  Hoity,  toity  !  I’m  fiabbergaskered  ! 

Billy.  Then  Cupid  may  clap  an  extinguisher  on  his 
torch,  and  Apollo  may  put  his  lute  in  his  pocket. 

Car.  What,  are  we  to  have  no  wedding  after  all — 
Must  I  sing — 

“  Willow,  willow,  willow?”  [Sings. 

Billy.  Sing  what  you  please,  Miss  Quizby,  and  dance, 
too,  but  don’t  expect  me  to  pay  the  piper.  What !  I’m 
a  ninny-hammer,  I  suppose — a  numskull — a - 

Sir  Q.  Why,  Billy,  you  are  next  to  a  fool. 

Billy.  [Tapping  him  on  the  shoulder .]  I  know  I  am, 
Quizby. 

Car.  Hear  me,  thou  perfidious  Buffalo  !  Go  and  wed 
some  happier  fair  one — but  my  vengeance  shall  o’ertake 
thee  ! 

RECITATIVE  and  AIR.— Caroline. 

Tune ,  u  Finale  to  Cinderella .” 

RECITATIVE. 

Monster,  away  1  nor  further  dare  presume  ! 

What  means  this  bold  assurance  1  leave  the  room ! 

AIR. 

The  morn  is  bright,  the  bride  is  gay. 

The  carriage  waits,  the  prancers  neigh. 

The  birds  our  hymeneals  sing, 

And  the  village  bells  they  merrily  ring  I 
The  parson  stands  with  book  and  pen, 

The  clerk  he  longs  to  cry,  ”  Amen  1” 

Time’s  on  the  wing,  why  should  we  then 
Delay  1 

Come,  Sir  Quizby  !  come,  papa  ! 

Come,  Billy  Buffalo  !  ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Fal,  lal,  lira!  fal,  Lai,  la  ! 

Once,  twice,  thrice,  and  away  !  [Exit,  l. 

Sir  Q.  My  daughter’s  bewitched  !  Madness  is  catch¬ 
ing!  I  must  send  for  Dr.  Bartlemy  Blister,  after  all. 

Billy.  What’s  that?  Send  for  Dr.  Blister?  Gramni- 
ferous  goblin  !  I’m  off!  [Running  out,  R. 
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Enter  Peggy,  a.,  dressed  as  a  country  lass ,  veiled — she  stops 
Billy  as  he  is  running  off. 


QUARTETTO. —  Tune,  “  Ivanhoe.” 

Peggy.  You  runaway  rover,  your  frolics  arc  over, 

A  very  fine  dance  you  have  led  me,  I  vow  ! 

You  shan't  move  a  leg,  sir  !  you  shan’t  stir  a  peg,  sir  ! 

I’ve  a  crow,  you  must  know,  sir,  to  pluck  with  you  now  ! 
Billy.  Zounds!  do  not  provoke  me — virago,  you’ll  choak  me! 

I’m  not  such  a  dolt,  such  a  colt,  such  a  cake. 

To  be  scar’d  by  your  fancies,  your  tricks,  and  romances; 
So,  madam,  good  by — to  my  heels  I  shall  take  ! 

[ Billy  attempts  to  run  off  at  the  opposite  side,  L. 


Enter  Caroline,  l.,  who  prevents  him. 

Car.  Why  so  quick  1  whither  so  fasti 

Ah,  rogue  !  has  she  caught  thee  at  last  ? 

Peggy.  Don’t  look  so  shy,  on  your  Peggy  so  true — 

Billy.  I  don’t  know  ye,  not  I !  [Peggy  unveils.]  Peggy  Styles, 
is  it  you  1 

f  There’s  nothing,  I  vow  here,  but  riot  and 
row  here — 

Sir  O  Sr  I  The  folks,  by  their  jokes,  must  be  tipsy,  or 

Billy'.  ^  ^ Together .  mad  ! 

’Twixt  doctors  and  women,  my  senses  are 
swimming, — 

j  I’m  as  hazy,  as  crazy,  as  they  are,  by  Gad ! 

Car.  4  Peggy.  You  runaway  rover,  &c. 


Peggy.  Hear  me  :  when  I  learnt  this  amiable  young 
lady  was  to  be  my  rival  in  your  affections,  I  wrote  her  a 
simple  history  of  our  early  attachment.  With  a  kindness 
I  can  never  forget,  she  offered  me  an  asylum  in  this 
house,  where  I  might  meet  with  you  on  your  arrival,  and 
claim  the  fulfilment  of  your  promised  vows  ! 

Billy.  Ring  the  bells !  fetch  the  parson  !  Quizby, 
uncle  of  mine  !  allow  me  to  present  Mrs.  Buffalo  elect ! 
We’ll  do  ourselves  the  honour  of  dining  with  you  to-day  ! 
Miss  Caroline,  we  must  still  continue  distant  relations! 

Car.  Two  hundred  miles,  at  least,  sweet  coz! 


Enter  Major  Vanguard,  l,,  and  Humthry  Hum,  r. 

Van.  That  honour,  1  hope,  will  be  mine,  too  ! 

Advancing ,  and  bowing  low. 

Hum.  And  mine  !  [ Advancing  and  bowing  loiv .]  The 
writ’s  returnable — so  am  I  ! 

Sir  Q.  Timothy  Rouge,  Esq.,  metamorphosed  into  a 
six-foot  grenadier  ?  Dr.  Jargon  without  his  wig  ? 

Hum.  The  story  is  short  ;  Major  Vanguard,  the  gen 
tleman  present,  has  the  good  fortune  to  rescue  Miss 
Caroline,  the  lady  present,  from  the  perils  of  the  deep, 
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during  her  late  marine  excursion;  from  that  moment, 
they  become  lovers  ;  stolen  meetings  ensue  ;  vows  of 
constancy  are  exchanged  ;  when,  lo  !  a  rival  appears  on 
the  scene,  in  the  person  of  Mr.  Billy  Buffalo  !  The  case 
is  difficult — I,  Humphry  Hum,  am  called  in.  Behold 
me,  as  Dr.  Jeremiah  Jargon,  mystifying  your  faculties, 
and  conveying  to  Miss  Caroline,  in  the  form  of  a  petition, 
the  news  of  her  lover’s  arrival.  Then  comes  the  Major 
himself,  as  Mr.  Timothy  Rouge,  and  then  follow  those 
extravagances  practised  on  our  whimsical  friend,  which 
I  trust  he,  you,  and  all  present,  will  excuse.  Your  part 
in  the  drama  remains  to  be  performed — that  of  uniting 
this  pair  of  turtle  doves.  [ Sir  Querelous  joins  the  hands  of 
Major-  Vanguard  and  Caroline. ]  Bravo  !  Now  for  dinner — 
gambols,  graces  !  light  hearts,  merry  faces  !  The  honey¬ 
moon  will  be  spent,  I’ll  be  sworn,  at - 

Omnes.  Higbgate!  [Laughing.]  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

FINALE. — Humphry  Hum. 

Tune — “  Finale  to  Killing  no  Murder.” 

Hey  for  junket,  joke,  and  jollity  ? 

Merrily,  cheerily,  let  us  toast  each  pair,  and  wish  them  funny  and 
frolicsome  ! 

Mirth’s  like  wine  of  sparkling  quality, 

Killing  blue  devils,  that  make  old  men  and  maids  most  wondrously 
cholicsome ! 

Chorus.  Hey  for  junket,  joke,  &c. 

MUSICAL  EPILOGUE.— Humphry  Hum. 

Tune — “  Ballooning.” 

Ye  stoics  grim. 

At  fun  and  whim 
Don’t  look  so  very  grave,  sirs  ; 

Nor  think,  though  I 
Don’t  make  you  cry, 

I’m  but  a  saucy  knave,  sirs  1 

I’ll  prove,  without  the  help  of  schools, 

That  half  the  town  are  April  fools, 

And  some,  ’tis  clear, 

Through  all  the  year — 

And  so  I’ll  chaunt  a  stave,  sirs! 

On  this  queer  day, 

Rigg’d  out  so  gay, 

Suppose  the  widow  Birch,  sirs, 

For  fashion  sake, 

Should  please  to  take 
Another  spouse  to  church,  sirs  : — 

And  some  arch  wag  cries,  “  Madam,  see 
The  ghosts  of  your  poor  husbands  three  l" 

How  parson,  clerk, 

Would  leave  our  spark 
And  widow  in  the  lurch,  sirs  ! 
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Good  madam,  you 
With  ribbons  blue, 

If,  when  the  weather’s  dry,  ma’am, 

You  take  a  stroll 
With  your  dear  soul, 

And  all  the  little  fry,  ma’am  ! 

Some  wicked  urchin,  just  from  school. 
May  make  you  each  an  Am'ii  fool. 
With,  “  Mister  Grig, 

You’ve  lost  your  wig! 

You’re  cap  is  pinned  awry,  ma’am  !” 

The  lover  meek. 

With  pallid  cheek, 

Who  loves  to  weep  and  whine,  O  1 
The  sordid  elf 
That  starves  himself. 

To  save  his  useless  rhino — 

The  man  who  pays  attorney’s  bills — 
The  luckless  wight  that  swallows  pills — 
And  he  who  writes, 

And  he  who  fights. 

Are  all  fools,  you  and  i  know  ! 

The  poet,  too. 

Poor  fellow  !  who 
Has  cudgelled  well  his  brains,  sirs, 

To  find  of  wit 
A  lucky  hit, 

Of  humour,  but  a  grain,  sirs — 

May  also,  by  dramatic  rules, 

Be  class’d  among  the  April  fools  ! 

It  all  depends, 

If  these,  his  friends. 

His  farce  should  entertain,  sirs  ! 


DISPOSITION  OF  THE  CHARACTERS  AT  THE 
FALL  OF  THE  CURTAIN. 

Bi!F.  Peggy.  Him.  Car  Quisby.  Van. 

R.]  'CL- 


rHE  END. 
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